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‘THE FIRST CHAPTER. 


Hot Stuff! 
“ N° corn 


Lung. 

Billy Bunter stood in the doorway of 
Study No. 13 in tho Remove. 

Prep was over, and most of the 
Romove fellows had gone down to th 
Rag. Wun Lung, the Chinese junior, 
was alone in Study No. 13, and he was 


thero rose a most appetising 
seent, 

Henco tho arrival of Bill 
Bunter. is 

Bunter had followed his 
oxo to the study. 

‘Tho fat junior had had only 
ona supper, and he did not 
want to go to bed. hungry. 
So ho was roaming the 
Romovo passage, like a lion socking 
what ho might devour, whon tho appetis- 
ing odour from Study No. 15 drew bim 
thither like a magnot. 

Buntor stood in the doorway nd 
sniffed appreciatively. 

Bunter could cook, himself—it was one 
‘of the things he could do well, Ho 
had a keen appreciation for good cook- 
ing. Nevor, it, scemed to Bunter, had 
he émolled so absolutely ripping 2 smell 
as that which emanated from Wun 
Lung’s stew. His fat little noso 
expanded to it, like a dower expanding 
in the sun 

“I say, old fellow!” gasped Bunter. 
“That smells prime.” 

“Goey ‘way l” said Wun Lung, over 
his shoulder. 


“Oh, really, you know—" 

“Bunteo bunke 

Ie was not uncommon for Billy Bunter 
to butt into a study at a meal-time, and 
not uncommon for him to be told to 
clear. Fellows never eecmed keen on 
Bunter at such times. 

‘old chap!” pleaded 

“You don't want to feed all 
fon your own, The fact is I've como to 
Kegp you company.” 

“No, wantee Bunteo! Hop Hi 
comey.”” 

‘Bunter snorted. 

Apparently Wun Lung, of the Remoro, 


was going to share that gorgeous stew 
with bis finor, Hop Hi, of tho Second 
Form. That, from Bunter's ‘point of 


view, was shcor waste, 


Across the thousands of miles that 
Greyfriars from the mystic Flowery Land 
stretehes the sinister, all-powerful hand of the 
Mandarin Tang Wang. 

And Wun Lung of the Remove is marked 
down as his vietim ! 


“Now ook here, old chap,” said 
Bunter, “I'll come in! You ought to 
be glad to get a decent chap to como 
to sepper with you, instead of another 
beastly, little heathen like sourself, you 


you chesky little pig- 
tailed heathon'” roared Bunter. 7 

“Buntec bunkee !” 

Billy Bunter did not bunk. 

He was inclined to curl his lip and 
turn his back on the little Celestial, and 
treat tho cheeky heathen with the con- 
tempt he deserved. But he did not 
follow that inclination. The stew smelt 
too nice. 

‘Bunter felt that he simply had to have 
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somo of that stew, ‘Tho delicious scont 
of it was moking his mouth water. 


Instead of departing, tho Owl of the 
Romove rolled into the study. Wun 
ithdrew the long spoon 


Lae ‘ 
which he was stirring, and eyed the fat 
junior warily. 

Bunter slammod the door after him. 
Then he advanced towards the djminu- 
tive Celestial, with a threatening blink 
in his little round oyes behind his big, 
round spectacles, Ho clenched a fat fist 
and shook it at tho little. yellow face of 
the Chinoe, Wun Lung blinked at him 
with his sleepy, slanting eyes. 

Bunter was nob as. & tile, given to 
ballying. "Ho lacked opportunity, Dut 
he was Foing to share that delicious 
tow, by fair means or foul. 

eres eter alee than 
evtaq the Chinoss bit, sidowars, at 
divide Joust, ho was a giant in com: 

arison. He brandished a 
fist within an inch of Wun 
Lung’s nose. 

“Now, look here, rou little 
beast,” said Bunter detor- 
niinedly. "I’m going to have 
2 whack in that stow! Seo?” 

“No. see,” answered Win 
, shaking his 


“No lickee pool ince!” mur 
mured, Wan Lung. je no like 
Tickee.” 


‘You won't like it if I begin on vou,” 
said Bunter, with a glaro of deadiy 
menses. “If I gave you one of, my 
straight, lefte, you measly little shrimp, 
it would be 4 hospital case! What are 
you laughing at?” 

“Me laugh at fat ote Bunte 
‘Tae Maoxer Lronany.—No. 1,175. 
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“You checky heathen! Now, am I 
going to have 9 whack in that stew, oF 
Shall’ 1 mop, up the study with you?” 
demanded Bunter, in a” bullying tone 
that was worthy of Bolsover major at 
his best. 
‘Wun ‘Lung cast a look towards the 
door, Bunter grinned, 
Nobody's, coming,” ho said 
Cherry and Linley and Inky 
Rag now, Wharton and Nugent baven't 
come back yet, Now—" 
“Buntee bunkee !” 
“You're net going to ask me to 
supper?” roared Bunter. 
“No waritee.”” " P 
“Then take that to Begin with 1" said 
Bunter; and he delivered a drive 
straight at the little Celestial’s nose. 
fad Wun Lung taken it, as intended, 
gettainly he would have been damaged, 


for a punch with Billy Bunter's weigst 


was no joke. But he 
it.” Ho jumped actively aside, 
rnter plunged on, carried by his 
potus as his fat fist mot with no 
resistance, and stumbled to his knees, 

“Oh!” gasped Bunter, 

‘Tho next moment & fearful sell pealed 
through the study, 

“Yaroooh |” 

‘Tho spoon, hot from the 
prossed to tho back of Bun 

Owl of the Remove | 
franticall to bis feet, 

“Owl Wort Omi" be roared. "Ow 
I'm burned! on ys Til smash 
Sian Pom, ool 

‘Wun Lung Fp ‘the g into the 
stew again as the Owl of tho Remove 
spun round Jon him, and soaitered bot 

een over the fat junior. 

janter jumped back in © great hurry. 

‘Owl "You little beast!" Stoppit!” 
snrlaed Buster. 

‘Wun Lung chuckled, 

“Bunteo -wanteo stew!” be said. 
“Dunteo takeo! What you tinkeot™ 

“Ow! I'm scalded! Stoppit!* 
shrieked Bunter, 

“No stoppeo! Bunt atew 1” 
chuckled tho little Chineo; he 
filled the spoon again and Bunter 
jumped to the door, barely in time to 
‘agape. a thower. 

h crumbe !” gasped Bunter. 

» tore the door open. It was a 

stew, undoubtedly; but it was 
not nico taken externally, It was much 
too hot. 

Wun Tans, with,» loaded spoon, 
followed him, ‘kling. 

{puntee Boo —" 

Keep off” yelled Bunter, 

Ho leaped through the doorway. The 
tieeere ‘of hot stew flew after him, and 

lowered on him as he fled. 


is} 


‘Yarooogh !” 
“Buntee comoy backeo |" called Wun 
Lung, as the Owl of the Remove } 


nogotiated tho passa 
tho cindorpath, “Buntes, comey, me 

ree Bunteo mole stew—nices stow— 
Plenty hot, nicee. stow !™ 

"Boast 1” 

Bunter vanished And Wun Lung, 

ith & chuckle, returned to his cooking. 
a resumod stirring that odorous and 
appotising stew—minus tho fescinating 
company of William George Bunter. 


a3 if he was on 


THE SECOND CHAPTER. 
Any Port in » Storm! 
LOW tho rain!” 
Bee Bar 
Harry Wharton and Frook 
Nogent made those remarks 
simultaneously, and with equal enaphasis. 


It was a wet ovening. 
‘Tae Magner Liseary.—No. 1,175. 


A wet evening would not have 
mattered much to the chums of the 
Remove had thoy been within the walls 
of Greviriars, “ax was “usual at thet 
our. 

‘But they were a good distance from 
Greyfriars. 

Tt was Wednesday, which was a half- 
holiday; and Harry’ Wharton bad had 
leave to go home for the afternoon, 
and Nugent bad accompanied him. It 
had been quite an enjoyable afternoon; 
and as they had an exeat up to bed- 
time they had not landed again at 

Junction till nine o'clock. 
‘Thoy started on a quick walk beck to 
the ‘school, under 9 starry sky. And 
then the rain came on—when they were 
‘& good half-mile out of the town and 
it as to9 late to think of taxi. 

t had beon a glorious day and they 

Mi Goh meh orgy om figed 
‘tweon them, ‘They turned up their 
collars and ‘tramped. on through the 
hoping that it would cease. 
Inalead of ceasing it thickened, to a0 
‘accompaniment of rumbling thunder 
tnd signag Lightaing. Tt was only a 
summer thundorstorm, but it was ex- 
tremely awkward for two juniors, un- 
protested onan open conimon. ” The 


rain came down bard and fast, and 
grew torrential. 
“Blow it!” growled Wharton. 
“Bother it!” grunted Nugent. 
Wharton peered round him in the 
darkness. Tho evening bad been quite 
light till the storm ae ‘on. Now it 


was almost as dark as pitch, 
here, it’s another mile!” said 


Harry. We shall get drenched to the 
akin, “We've got to find shelter some- 
where. What about 


lightning,” said Nugent. 
TBut wo've’ gat to get out 


excepting a troe, which was decidedly 
with the ho ligataing playing in 
tigzags across the 
‘They tramped on, leaving the road, 
to take, abort cut cron 0 corner of 
Courtficld Common. It was weiter 
muddier by the narrow lanc, b: 
saved some of the distance. 


trees, now weeping with raia. 
tinost as dark as the inside of © hat; 
Sud the rain splashed and pattered int 


cegsantly. 
“Oh crumbs!” groaned Nugent. “I 
wish we were in the study now !” 
“Blow itt” 
“Look here, let's put it on!” said 
Nugent. “We'd better run for it! 


Race you t0,, Grevtriars; 
another ball J 
“It’s ty 


st putt into somethi 
we butt into some 

e datk—” wi 
‘Ob, chance itt” said Nugent. “I’m 
getting, soaked.” 


“Rightho!” 
And the two juniora broke into = 
rapid trot. 


“Ow!” yolled Nugent suddenly. 

“What the thump—" 

“Wow!” 

Wharton came to « stop, and stared 
at his comrade, who was sprawling in 
the muddy lane. Close at hand « dark 
shape loomed, up in the gloom. -Some- 
thing blocked ay; and evidently 

ent bad run foto it. 

Nefanke eld, chephurt 

Ont | Ont Nor, eaid Nugent 
with deep sarcasm. 7 gang 
Saute TS aot bari), Ow!” Gu créabel 
Tyashed into something" 

“Tes a motorcar,” said Harry, peer- 
ing at the dim shape in the darkness, 
which almost filled the narrow lene. 


ly the 
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as suc hi chum along band, and 
logent slegger 

Avnet Aeghter left aoa in th 
middle of the road, without li iat id 
exclaimed Nugent savagely. “Ow 


had» frightful bump!” 
“SWel, He wae hardly safo to barge 
along in the arkt™ 
“Oh, ratsl” growled Nu; 
The orash into the car or not im- 


proved Nagonte temper apparently. 

“Man must be a silly ass to leave 8 
car here like that,” mid Horry. 
“There's nobody with it, and no 


‘pinched it 
1° groaned 
at hrute ought ta be 
It's against the law to 
car about like that in the 
dark.” 

“Look here, this is all right!” 
Fathead! ’You woulda’s think it all 
if you'd butted into the benstly, 


T meam, it's tucky—” 


‘Ase! Let's got on before wo're 
drowned.” 

Listen, Altes ania 
a acer ns 
and sre,can got ia. ou a. 

“Ohi ssid Nugent, yaa tact 
again, but be sto 
ed iden! Te sire Tone 

to last! I dare sa; 
‘won't us sittin, 


Tor a “bitt ‘Bother 
care whether he does or 


not—he 
shouldn't have loft it boro for s chop 


to barge into in the dark, Lot's get 


Wharton had already opened the 
door of the car. 

Whether the metoriat would object. to 
two wot and muddy schoolboys sittin 
in. his car was Bathape “doubtful but 
it was not, after all, the most important 

point mas to get out 


downpot 
wit, Biuased ‘ato the. car, 
‘ton drew the door shut. 
"ho rain, Geat hocvily om, the roof, 
with an incessant clattering patter, 
Outside, the lane was fairly swimming 


and 


‘Coming down in 
I 'This in, rather better, old chap.” 

“ What-ho I" 

“All the same, the man shouldn’t 
have left the sone here like this! I've 
got s bump on my knoo! I'll tell hint 
whet I think of bim if he makers 
Fuss about our boing in, the car. Bother 

ass, mboover be 

‘He mayn’t turn up before wo foe 
id ete vate downpour won't 

\k goodness we're out of it.” 
Tinone't to steal pat if we were in 
that line of business,” grinned 
“Man must be an to les 
tonely place ke ie “looks ike, # 

T suppote he's turned. the 

fStie ‘od in onen"s motorshiel shuld 
spot it. But what the thump caa he 
Hott i bere fort There iat « 


Goo. 
“But I'm 
We shoul 
It’s clearing # bit already.” 

‘The, juniors sat and listened to the 
splashing rain, very glad to bo out of 
it. In ten minutes it was ovidently 
falling with less violence, and the rumb- 
ling of thunder was dying away in the 
direction of the sea, 

“Another ten minutes and we can 
chance it,” said Harry. 

“We shall be late for dorm, 

“Can't be helped.”. 
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“It's quoes, though, the: car being 
hore,” seid Nogent, his mind reourring 
to that subject. “If the motorists gone 
anywhere be must have had » walk for 
it) "There isn't a house anywhere about 

‘nothing nearer thet Greyfriars in one 
Gircction’ and. Bopper Court. in the 
otier. 1 aay, suppose it. belongs to 
tome’ jolly od, motor Banat 

‘Harty Wharton laughed. 

Not likely! We'll chance the motor- 
bandit, anyhow, to Keep out of the 
Es 


in, 
Hallo, is that somebody coming?” 

"They listened. It was impossible to 
s00 from the window of the car; the 
darkness and the rain were too thick. 
‘8 sound through the noise 
‘of the rain which might havo been en 
approsching footstep. 

‘Pho door opened suddenly. 

“Oh” gasped Nugent, startled by 
the suddenness of it. Like a shadow in 
the gloom @ dark figure loomed. in, tho 
doorway. And Nugent's startled ex- 
clamation evidontly startled the man 


who had opened the door, and who 
already bad one foot in the car. ‘There 
was a sharp exclamation. 

“Shen mo!” 

‘The startled voice broke “off suddenly. 
In ‘tho gloom there was a gleam of 
metal, and the two scholboys, starting 
fo their fect, found themselves staring 
at @ levelled rovolver. 


THE THIRD CHAPTER. 
‘The Man from China t 


ee yh By hat" gasped Wharton. 
(@) “Oh” erikey!” gasped 
Nugent. 
The ejaculation, in somo 

foreign tonguo, “utterly. unknown. to 
them, had startied the Juniors; but the 
lou of @ lovelled” weapon. startled 
fhom moro.” Thoy stared blankly at the 
lm Ggure ia tho doorway of tho car. 
They coald ouly make out tho form 


ot, 2 man im coat and hat, dripping 
‘with rain, Who he was, what he was, 
they could not, imagine; only the words 
he bad uttered, in his surpriso at find- 
ing the car occupied, told that be was 
a foreigner, and evidently not 8 Euro- 


pean. 
“Here, hold on! 
“we 


panted Wharton. 

‘the thamp—" 

Tho voico came a 

this time: good Engli 

of a foreign accent, 
“Who ate youl What aro you doing 


in—in_ English 
ithout @ trace 


answered Wharton, 
‘out of the rail 


The sight of a deadly weapon had 
alarmed the Juniors, but they realised 

istinetively that the man with the 
revolver was moro alarmed than they 
were. He was not only startled, but 
for some reason alarined, by finding 
them in the ear. And the same thought 
was in both their minds now, that they 
had ‘butted into the business of some 
motor-bandit. 

“But who are you2” went on the 
‘and the revolver remained ats 
Tevel, much to ‘the uncasiness of the 
hurts of tho Remove. 

“Schoolboys answered Harry. 

*“Schoolbors—out at this hour!” 

‘Tho voice was full of suspicion. They 
caught a gleam of sharp, watchful eyes, 
fad oven in, tho gloom something 
usual about the eses struck them. There 
was a slant in them—the slant of the 
Far East. There was a fellow at Grey- 
friars with slanting eyes—Wun Lung, of 
tho Remove, It came into their minds 


‘There was a gleam of metal in the gloom, and 
Harry Wharton and Nugent found themselves 
staring at levelled revolver. 
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that they were dealing with a Chint- 

“Yes,” said Hany. ‘We were caught 
in tho ‘rain. Wo've done no harm to 
your car—only sat in it out of the rain.”” 

‘The shanting eyes glittered through 
the gloom. 

“How did you find tho car here, in 
tho dark?” 

“Batted into it,” answered Nugent, 
“T've got a bruise on my knee. You'd 
got into trouble if a policeman found 
the car here without lights.” 

“If you are schoolboys, as vou soy, 
there is no harm done,” said the voice 
ofthe stranger. “But—" 

“Do you think wo're car thieves?” 


asked Harry. “You can take a 
us. and see that we aro schoolboys. 

He had been groping for the s 
‘and now be turned on tho electric fight 
in the car. 

The sudden blaze of light made the 
juniors blink, and thero in angry 
exclamation from the mun in the door 
way. 

‘Apparently he had not wished to be 
seen, and as the light Sashed ou ho drew 
the brim of his soft hat lower down over 
bis brow. 

But the juniors had seen him, and the 
Oriental features and slanting eves told 
them beyond doubt that ho was a China 

‘The slanting eyes glenmed at them in 
the light, and one glance apparently 
satisfied the man that they were school- 
boys, as they had told him, for the 
revolver disappeared at onco into his 
coat, 

‘Tae Micxer Lisrawy.—No, 1,175. 
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“You shoule not hgr?, got In the car,” 


ss 
PRaferally, T 


fio anid shargly. took 
you for thiove™.”* ‘ 
“Oh, rot!” said Nugent. “ou 


shoulda’t havo left the car here for a 
fellow to butt into. And T suppose 
thieves don't % m a car, do they, and 
wait for the 'wner to come along?” 

‘Tho Chinaman scowled, 

"Get out” be said. 

“Come on, #ranky,” said Wharton. 
“The rain's clearing off, snyhow. 

“Get out st oncet”’ snapped the 
Chinaman. 

‘Nugent grunted. 
and the bruise on bis 
in his usual good temy 

tatorial tse 
itated him, 

“Any hurr 


Between the rain 
knee he was uot 
f, and the angry 
ihe Chinaman 


asked. “Don't you 


Nugent. “There's something fishy about 

him. Ho didn't think it was thieves in 

the car, a3 he ssid, Boro likely he 

was afraid it was s policeman.” 

“Oh, my hat! Why should he care if 
bobby?” 


it was 
motor-bandit—” 

janghed. 
“T've never heard of a Chinese motor- 
bandit in England. That's rather too 
thick, old man.” 

“Well, ho may have stolen the car, 
or, something. 

“And left it standing about? Not 


likely.” 


think you could wait a few minutes till He 


‘stops? “You might even offer 
te arth, WPyou thought of it. Bub 1 1, Wan 
‘suppose it’s never occurred to you to be = Mey arta 
civil.” - “There's not » lot ‘Chinamen about 

The planting’ eyes fashed at him. here,” ‘of 

NGhia" pal “Tapped out the 80m wig Na tes 
wg m i gi in the car 

Wty batt It thats Chinese, you YS Fone UP to, the school 


don't, ‘expect us to understand it, do 


ed Nugent. ia Saath 
Wrled again, 
THE youll ges gue Of the. Way, we'll 
get out of your bl 1d you 
Ein, go and. oa 
ba nt toppad ‘back from the door. 
chi he ropeated, 
evidently meant “clear out” from the 
tone in which he spoke 


jemovo stopped 


The ill falling, but more 
lightly now. ‘Really, thero was no reason 
wb the man could not have given them 
thelter' little longer, or oven offared 
them a lift, as Nugent had suggested. 
But ho was evidently only anxious to 
‘sce tho last of them. 

“Come on, Frank: said Harry. = 
ORT yeren0 1 Good might Joba 
sac gent with @ glanse et the man 
Handing the eae 

fo started again. 

"John! Why do you call me Jébn? 
It is not my name. 

«“T dhought all Chinamen wore named 
John,” said Nugent innocent 
"Como on, 


ou ass!” said Harry, 
Jaughing. “What's the good of rag- 
ging?” 


“You had better go!” muttered the 

inaman. 

“Right-hol  Good-night, Mister Chu 
chin Ghows it You like that better.” 


ered. Nugent. 
“niBathead,** said Harry, 


“Do come 


ca And ihe faitly dragged his chum 
“Tho. Chinaman was left still standing 


by the car, scowling after tho 
friars follows es they went. 

‘The juniors tremped on through the 
falling ‘rain, and in @ few minutes 


Grey: 


Hong Kong or Shanghai.” 

“All eoria in every country,” said 
Hany, (Wun Lang's 4, Chines, and 
he is politeness itself. I dare say that 
j annoyed by finding us in the 


ened, more ikely,” said 
aner Linniny. a0 


Bear 
Tar 


WITH the four superb 

photos presented 
free this week, readers 
now possess @ unique set 
of Test Match Souvenirs. 
There’s still a chance, 
too, of winning the top- 
ping cricket bats, auto- 
graphed by the Austra- 
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in connection with our 

simple competition. 


Fall details on page 2 of 
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“Well, I suppose ho would,” admi' 
Wharton. ““Rawhow, were dese 
him now—put it.on, or we shan’t be 
home till milk in the morning.” 

And the juniors burried on through 
the rain, ‘were glad enough when 
Be reed the eat ot Grertetars, 
and Gosling ‘came grub ror 
his lodge to let them in. 


THE FOURTH CHAPTER. 
Strategy 1 

ILLY BUNTER blinked through 
B ‘his big spectacles at a diminu- 
tive form that was mounting the 
Remove staircase, It was Hop 
Hi, of the Second—the minor of the 
Chinoo in the ‘Remove, . Hop Hi was 
coming up to sopper ‘with his ‘major 
with a cheery anticipative grin on his 
Tittle yellow face. But there was‘ lion 
in the path in the shape of Williem 
George Bunter. W. G. Bunter had by 
no means given up hopes of that delect- 
able stew. Hope poe eternal in the 
human breast, aod Bunter was not going 
{9 sro. op hoe of scoiog tho sey Ie 
Study No 13 so long as it was still in 
existence, And Bunter’s fat wits had 
been at work. The? did little work, as 
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a rule, but spurred on by the 
of supper oven Bunter’s bs oul 
‘was capable of strategy. 
“Hallo, kid P said Bunter affably, as 
Hop Hi of the Second Form reached 
the Remove landing. 
‘Tho little fag glanced at him. 
fou're | going to your" major's 
ec asked Bunter, ail affable. 


the goey: 
Billy Bunter rolled along by the sido 
of ‘the little “Celestial, © Hop” Hi" 
almond oyes looked up at bim’in sure 
ise. He could not understand why 
aa was taking so much notice of 
But be understood the next minute, 
door of Stuay No. 1 stood wide 
Bunter bad placed it wide open 


avork, 


open. 


and put the ks 18 ont 
a ey on the outside of tho 


open doorway the 
"a ‘sudden ana 


aity® moment, while Hop Hi sprawled 


the 
You lattes me ogut 


“You fat Buntee, 
cia you lotteo 


” yelled Hc Ti. 

Mo gocy along wo Wun Laing] Me 
goay euppe| You lettea me out” 

Billy Buster did not “trouble to 
amevet, 1 roiled up the panege, 

‘The expected guest was now safolj 

disposed ol. “Thoro was no way out of 


Study No. 1, and the owners of the 
study were not likely to come on thy 
scene, as Wharton and Nugent had not 
returned from their excursion, Having 
thus disposed of Hop Hi, Bunter role: 
on up the passago—paused for a 
moment outside No, 1 to sniff that 
delicious tow—and” then “rolled into 
0. 


No. 14 belonged to Johnn; 
Squiff, and Fisher T. Fish. 
three eK had gone down e. the 
Rag after prep, so, Bunter was able to 
mako free with ‘their study. 

‘He placed bimself just within it, with 
the: door ajar, his spectaclos turned on 
‘the passage outaide, to watch and wait, 

Sooner or later, Bunter eagely con- 


Bull, 
jut all 


timo for action would arrive. 


Bunter’s calculations were well 
founded. Fivo minutes later, the door 
of No. 13. openod, and Wun Lung 
looked out into the Remove passage. 

Bunter chuckled silently. 

‘The Chines glanced along the passage 
and then withdrew into the study again, 
Bunter waited. 


“muttering to him 
self in his own tongue, a mystorious 
language of which “Bunter did not 
understand « syllable, No doubt ho 
wes calling Hop Hi « fathead in 
Chineso. 

‘He stepped out of the study at last, 
and stood looking along the passage to- 
wards tho stairs. 

Bunter’s podgy heart bent faster. 

From the other end of the pessage 
game a sound of rapping and tapping 
in Study No. 1. Wun Lung, however, 
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probably did not connect that sound 
with the non-appearance of his minor, 
for ho took no heed of it. He went 
back into is study at lost, with « 
grunt 

Bunter waited impatiently. 

‘The stew was ready for supper; and 
Bunter was more than ready for the 
ttew. His mouth was watering at the 
thought of it. 

Onco moro Wun Lung appeared in 
the passage. This time he went slong 
to the staire to sco whether his minor 
was coming. 

Bunter’s eyes gleamed behind his 
spectacles. Farther and farther along 
the passage went the little Celestial, 
ti he was outside Wharton’s study. 
From that study came & voice, accom: 
panied by thumping on the door. 

“You lettee me out, you fat Buntee !” 

_Wun Lung jumped, "He knew shere 
his minor was now, ‘and why he had 
not arrived in No. 13, 

But by this time Bunter had acted 
promptly. He rolled out of No. 14 
and into No, 13, shut the door, and 
locked it, 

“He, he, he!” gasped Bunter. 

He was locked in, Wun Lung’s study 
now, lone with the stew. It was 
simmering over the fire, Bunter did 
not leavo it to simmer. Wun Lung had 
placed a dish ready, and plates and 

ns_and forks—for at Gi 

‘un Lung used such utensils instead of 
the chopsticks of his native country. 
Billy Bunter turned out the, stew into 
‘tho dish, and tho aroma that’ rose from 
it mado him gurgle with delight. 
Swiftly he filled a plato and seized & 
‘spoon and started. 


Meanwhile, Wun Lung had" unlocked 
the door of Study No. 1, and Hop Hi 
had joined him in tho passage. A word 


was ‘enough to onlighten Wan Long; 
and ho scudded back along the passage 
towards his own study. 

‘Tho door-handle of No. 13 turned, #0 
suddenly that it rtled Bunter, whose 
fapacious raouth was at that inoment 
filled to capacity. 

He gave o start, and some of the 
stow went down tho wrong way. Thoro 
twas e horvid gurgling in Study No. 18. 

“Gerrrreh! Grooogh! Guy rev 

Wun Tung rattled tho door-bandle 
savagely, 

“You fat Bunteo!"’ he howled. “You 
opee door—you lettee me in this study, 
you fat rottce! Opee door!” 

“ Groooogh |” 

“Me killy fat Buntee, s'pose you no 
* yelled Wun Lung. 

‘Ooooh! "Groooh! Gug!” 

Bang! Bang! Bang! 

“Opee door!” yelled Wun Lung. 
“Ow! Ooooh!” gasped Bunter. 
little heathen beast, you've mado 
choke! Go away! Go and eat coke 

“You opoe door! You no eatoe nicey 
stew!" wailed Wun Lung. 

‘Bunter chuckled, 

“Fat rotteo!” shricked Wun Lung, 


‘You 


banging on the door. ‘You no entee 
lentes nicey stow |” 

“Ho, he, ho!” 

Thump!” ‘Thump! The door rattled 


and shook! Billy Buntor, unheeding, 
plunged his spoon in the stew again, 
and proceeded. 

Tt was a delicious stew. There was 
no doubt about thet. Good cook as 
Bunter was, he admitted that he had 
never mado a moro sayoury stew than 
this. It was a thing of beauty; @ joy 
for ever. It, went down fast, and it 
went down deliciously. Bunter fairly 
gobbled. Outside the study, Wun Lung 
Yaged, in vain. He banged on the 


door and yelled thrests through the 
Keyhole, Hop Hi's little # ng voice 
was added, But Bunter did not heed 
the two Chinese. He would not have 
heeded all the Chinese in the Middle 
Kingdom at that moment, with the 
Mongols and Manchus thrown in. All 
hho heeded was the stew. 

‘and gobbled 


. Ho turned deaf ca 
PEN. 

“Prime!” gasped Bunter. “Ripping! 
I wonder what ie ist Tastes like chicken 
ind rabbit, too, I think! Anyhow, 
prime! "He, he, he!” 

“Pat beastee!"* 
Bang! 
And Bunter gobbled. 
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GREYFRIARS 
CORRESPONDENTS 


No.7. 


If Sammy Bunter of 
the Second Form 
could burst into 
rhyme, this would 
be something like 
the result. 


Dear Mater,—I'm snatehing a mit 
‘To tell you my sorrows and Joys ; 
Thardly know how to degia It 
‘we of this horrible poise 1 
Nugent Is blowing a wistie 
‘And Gatty is banging a drum ; 
So how can I write an epistle 
‘Amid such a rom-tiddiy-tum ? 


Youn; 


1°4 bottor begin with my sorrows — 
‘Your hamper has failed (o arrive ; 

Unless It turns up by to-morrow's 
First post, I sball never survive t 

You prommist to make it a "* whopper "— 
‘A big one, I mean, not a 

I'm down to my very last ¢ 
‘And fearfully fammished 


In times of distress and of fammtn, 
Dear mater, I wisttully dream 
Of wunderful doe-nutts, with jam in, 
‘And buns that are bursting with eream ! 
J gaze at the stock in Dame Mimble's 
‘And long to be using my jaws. 
(Young Myers is clashing the elmb! 
So loudiy, that here 1 must paws !) 


ty 
amt 


THE FIFTH CHAPTER. 
Horrible for Bunter ! 


“ ALLO, hallo, hallo!” 
Bob Cherry camo uy 


the 

Remove passage, with Hurree 

Tamsot Si Bob 
had lines to finish that evening, and re- 
luctantly ho had torn himeclfé away 
from the morry crowd in the Rag; und 
the nabob of Bhanipur kindly came 
along with him to lend a hand. 

‘They, stared at the sight of an ex: 
cited Chineo thumping on the door of 
the. study, and selling  bloodcurdling 
threats through the keyhole. Wun 
Lung was almost dancing with’ rage. 

For a good half-hour Wun Lung had 
been. shut out of his study, while 
Bunter gobbled stew and rested after 
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his cxertions. A. spund of wheezy 
grunting was audible from the study 
Row. 

Bunter had finished the stew. ‘There 
had been ample for a large supper for 
tro; but Bunter had finished it to the 
last spoonful; and he felt, perhaps, that 
he had overdone it a little. New he 
was lying back in Hurreo Singh's art. 
chair, resting and grunting; less heed: 
fal than evor of the enraged Chince 
outside. Bunter had no intention of 
stirring until bed-time, A. fellow re- 


quired repose after exerting himself os 
Bunter had been doing. 

‘Wun Lung was alone in the passage 
now. 


Bed-time for the 


Second was 


My big brother Buy's behaviour 

s bound to distress you a lot ; 

Y'm bis gardian angel and saviour 
‘would be sacked on the spot t 

His conduct is stupid and silly, 
reedinoss quite a disease ; 

So don't send the hamper to Bllly— 

‘Address it to Samuel, please 1 


I’m doing quite well in the Second 
(I ought to be tn the Remove) ; 

A dright, brainy youth I am reckoned, 
‘A maryellus man I shall prove 1 

I know this is in contradiction 
To all the reports you rescove ; 

But each skool report is a fetion 
‘That mators should nover beleove ! 


Forgive all the smudges and splashes 
‘And likewise the blotches and blobs ; 
‘The continuous corus of crashes 
Has nearly reduced me to sobs 1 
Now hussie along with the hamper, 
With doe-nutts all Joocy and jammy : 
And now to the post I must seampor— 
Your starving but dowtiful SABOIY. 


earlier tlian for the Remove, and Top 
Hi had to go—supperless.| Wen Luni, 
in a state of wild excitement, was 
fairly chricking throngh the kerliolo 
when Bob and Hurree Singh arrived 
on, the scene, 

“What. on catth's the matter, kid 
exclaimed Bob, in astonishment. 

“The, matterfulness appears to he 
tervifie!” remarked Hurree Jamsct Ram 
Singh. 

Wen Laug gasped with rage. 

“Fat beastes Buntec! He gocy i 
studee, mopnee up nicey stew!” 

“Ob. my hat!" 

“Lockee door!” hissed Wun Lung. 
“Locke ine ontee, while he cutee nivey 
stew! Me killy fat Buntee.” 
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Bob Cherry chuckled. 
‘on, the door ef No, 13. 

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” 
“Bunter |” 

“‘Mmmmmmmm |” 

Ik was a mumbling sound from the 


study. 
"allo, hallo, allo” roared Bob. 
“Oh, go away!” came a faint voice. 
“Buntee eatee too muchee!” said 
Wun Lung. : . 
‘The too-muchfulness is terrifie,” 
grinned Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
“Let us in, Bunter, you fat boun- 
der!” shouted’ Bob. “We've got to get 
‘ome ines done before dorm. Do you 


cae 
“Oh, really, Cherry——~" 
“Open this’ esteeuied, door, my fat 
‘and ridiculous Bunter |” called out 
Gee move on. 


‘Ho thumped 
ho roared. 


"Yes, you ass : 
“ell, T'm not opening the door 
now! I've had a 1 


supper, and 
Tent feel inclined, for sorepping. with 


i make it, pax. 
“No makee pax!" Mo killy fat Bun- 
eo!” howled "Wun Lung. ° *Bunteo 
moppeo up nicey stew! Mo moppee 
up. fat Bunteo.” aks 
’« Open this door, you fat brigand. 
“Not till that heat makes it pax |’ 


caid Bunter firmly. “I'm not 

to serap with him to-night. Tl th 

the little beast to-morrow, if he Ii 
“ Looke hore—" 


a 


“Yah! 
{1324 xleemed fat Bunter —" 
“ate 

“Oh, make it pax, kid,” said Bob. 
“You can't gat the, stow back again 
now, you know! You'll nover sco 
put tow again, unless you get the 
Xravaon Bunter!) Moke it pax, 
‘there's @ good kid.” 

Wun Lung hositated. But he was 
deeply, attacked to Bob Cherry, and be 
yielded ‘the point. 

“Velty well, 


id, “Me likee old 
Bob Chelly volly muchee. Mo makee 
pax; mo no killy fat Bunteo.” 

“You hear that, fatty?” roared Bob. 
“It's pax—now open the, door.” 

"T say, you fellows—" 

“Buck up, porpoise.” 

“But T say, you fellows, you'll make 
that little beast keep pax, won't you?” 
tsked Bunter, anxiously.” “You oom 
what, a blessed heathen ho is. Ho 
hasn't got any bigh principles, like 


. 
“Oh, my hat! Did your high pris: 
ciples make you scoff bis stow, ‘you fat 
Strela 
“Bh really, Chern 


“Ws pax, fathead? welll neo it's all tor 


right. "New open the door, or we'll 
burst you.” 

Billy Bunter unlocked the door at 
last, ‘Bob hurled it open, and strode 


uncomfortable: Bunter never heeded 
tho Plimsoll line when he was takin; 


in cargo. But he felt he had hendk 
the situation rather well. The stew 
was now inside Bunter; ond 
recovery. And he hed an 
Lng to make it pax), so he wes safe 
from vengeance, ings considered, 
the Ow! of the Remov % 


re felt. that 
be satistied. 

“I say, you "m sorry there's 
no stew left,” he ssid affably. | “I'd 
have left somo for you if I'd known 
you were coming up. I say, Wun Lung, 
Te was 0 jolly good stew!” Look here, 
Tl stand you a feed just as good, when 


had reason to 


my postal order comes! I'm expecting 
® postal order—" 
All goneo!” groaned Wun Lung, 
looking into tho saucepan.“ Nicey— 
59 stow—alll gone.” 
‘Cheer up, kid,” said Bob. “You 


can roake another stew, you know.” 


«Whar at? 
‘Bunter gayo a jump and ao 


Pry 

Be toed na diapentn, wi 

“My esteemed and disgusting Wun 
Lung.” gasped Hurree Stogh. “Did 
or mak, ao alaurd ley of am excel 
Jent and dotestable cat” 

"yn China, eateo cattes, eateo dog- 
geo," said Wun Lung. “Cattoe, dog- 
fee velly nice. Plenty Chines’ eates 
fatten.” 


“Gr hi” 
“ffallon hallo, ‘hallo, you look ill, 


Bunter.” 


‘No can makeo ‘nother lovely stow !”” 
his heed dolorously.. Mise 

no got cattes! Fat Buntce cates up 
all that niveg, cattee.”” 


f 
Billy Bunter’s feeling of fat satisfac- 
ion, had let ion His face was abso- 
utely ghastly. 
Ho Ieaued’ on, the study table and 
|, with beads of perspiration 
folling down, his fat faco. Inwardly, 
Bunter was feeling awiul, Ho was 
focling 22 Yeruviut might be supposed 
to feel on the eve of an eruption. 
“Grerrrrth! Gooooooh! | Wooook! 
seoanel Bunter. Oh, pou, filthy he 
Shoat You groogh-dlisrusting savage 
‘You—ooocosh—horrible cannibal! Gug- 


eaten up Dicey. stew—700 600 
Sat hovly eater", 

“Ha, ha, hal” roared Bob Cherry. 
“You'd better think twice before you 


Bunter!” y 
ight it was rabbit 1” 
moaned Bunter, “Ow! I thought 


it was chicken. Wow! 
droamed that it was a ki 


ha!” 
Ym Up gviog! 
el Vey, 
"tend fore d-doo- 


in, followed by Hurree Singh and Wun Chi 


Ting. 
Bunter greoted them with « fat 
Ho was fecting very full, and a 
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fas 


“Whateo mattee? Nicey, nicos stow!” 


ssid Wun Lung. “You no likee that 
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ne Woopgeh! Tm 
ving Ow 
ope you'll bo hanged!” Ow! 

“No savvy” said Wun Lung, with » 
Jook of wonder. “S'pose you no likes 
that nicey stew, why you moppeo him 
up 

‘Wooooo0eah ! 


“Ow! _ Ooooooeh 


‘Urerercrerh I” 


“Ha, ha, bal 


if 
The este 


ter is going to be 
guid Horrep Jamset 
‘ou shoul 7 
jess aud” the 


hands Pic 
stealfulness, my worthy Bunter.” 

“ Qoooh-be I” 

“Go and die in your own study, old 
top," said Bob. “We've no room for 


dead porpoises here. Don't let Mra. 
Kebble know yon've scofied her cat, 


Gr 
5 im 
“She. was fond of that eat, and sbe'll 


go to the Hond, if sho finds out that 
route scott’ ‘Thomnas—* 
foosoooo0ogh |” 

Buntor staggered to the door. Fright; 
ful interns ings, warned hin. of 
what was coming, He was reminded 
of a Channel crossing on a rough day. 

auped "Bab: 


“Poor old Bunter |” 
“He, bs, hal Pcor old Thomas! 
Cheer up, old fat bean 

thomas, anyhow. 


taggered away. Ho staggered 
Study No. rolled inp and 
there collapsed’ Atier which, any. fel- 
low ing Study No. 7 would have 
heard awful sounds proceeding there: 
fFrom—sounds of unutvorsble. Woo. and 
horror. It was probable that Mrs. 


you're better 


Kebble would mourn for Thomas the 
cat, when sho heard of his sad fate 
but it was certain that her griof would 
not bo to decp and heartbreaking 4s 
Billy Buntor’s, 
‘THE SIXTH CHAPTER. 
Not Thomas t 
ET?” grinned Johnny Bull, 
* You look: a little damp 1 
chuckled Poter Todd. 
te Tho Gectuinee sp 
pears terrific!” remarked Hurreo Jam- 
sot Ram Singh, 
Harry Whatton and Frank Nugent 
camo in just as the Removo wore 
ing for their dormitory. They wes 
in time for dorm, after all, owing to the 
woknown Chinaman having routed them 
out of his car, 
“Too bad, old beans,” said Bob 
Cherry. “Bhuze along to the dorm and 
cet those, wet things off. You look 
frowned.” 
“Jolly near drowned,” said Harry, 
“and it would have been worso if we 
Come on, 


¢t wore first in the 


dormitory, where, they stripped off their 
‘wet clothes, and rubbed down with 
towels, Now that it was over they were 


none the worse for their drenching ; 
only there, was a rather bluish bruise 
‘on Nugent’s knoe to remind him of the 
car he had 

‘Wingate of the Sixth, who was seeing 
lights out for the Remove, began to in- 
quire after Bunter, Bunter had not 
come up with the Form, 
et DEE demented se 

“0 where and O whore can ho bet” 
rmgrmured Dob. anybod 

“The young rascal! Anybody know 
sshera bo is?” demanded the Greyfriars 
captain. Wingate’s timo was valuable, 
‘and be did not want to waste it one 
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From among the fragments of the broken jug, Ha:ry Wharton picked up an electric pocket-toreh and a short, sharp 
dagger with a curved biade and a hilt of carved ivory 1 


iinportant a person asa Lowor Fourth 


fag. 
"Tr think ho's still in his study, 
answered Bob. 
“What tho thump is he doing in his 
Ne said ayii 
fo said ho was dying.” 
Wha-n-at?” ore 
Dying ! 
Wingate glared at Bob Cherry. 
“What the thump do you mean, you 
young ass?” he demanded crossly. 
“I only know what ho told me,” 
answered Bob meckly. “He said he 
was dying. ,, Of course, he may avo 


a, 
No’ such luck!” remarked Vernon. 


snapped the pretest 

“Nes, Wingate.” 

Poter Todd left the dormitory. ‘Thero 
was a chortle among tho Remorites. 
‘All the Form had hoard of the sad fate 
of Thomas now, excepting the two Inte- 
‘comers, 

“What's happened to Bunter, you 
ran?” asked Wharton, as Wingate 
strolled out into the passage. 

"He bagged Wun Lung's stew,” ex- 
plained Bob. . 

“The bagfulness was terrific!” 
‘chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 


“And tho esteemed and disgusting m: 


Chince told him that the stew was manu- 
factured of a preposterous cat.” 

SOh crumbs!” ejaculated Nugent. 

“Thore'll, be a tow about this to- 
morrow, when Mrs. Keble misses her 
cat! said Squif. “Of course, she 
might adopt Bunter as a pet. Tt would 
como tothe seme thing in the circum- 
stances.” 


‘Fla, ba, ha” ‘ 
“Mean to say Buntor scoffed a cat?” 
gasped Wharton. 

“Well, Wun Lung said eo,” answered 
Bob, “i know they eat cats and dogs 
in hina; but tho littlo heathen’s aud 
a figber——” 

“Ts it true, Wun Lung?” asked 
Harry. 

Won Lun 


“But, you horrid, little cannibal 
exclaimed Harry. “If Mrs. Keble’ 
‘missing, there'll be a frightful 


there's a frightful row when ho isn’t 


7 
kids! Why, aren't you in bed? 


_ Well, it must bavo tasted all, righty 
if you ‘scoffed tho lot!” said Harry, 
“Perhaps it wasn't the cat.” 


“Ha, ha, ha!” 

Wingate ‘camo into the dormitory. 
“Now, then, get a move on, you 
Why— 
with you, 


what—what's 
Buntor 
Groat : 
‘Wingate oame over to tho fat junior, 
looking quite alarmed. Bunter's ox: 
pression would havo touched « heart of 


stone. 
He stared blankly at tho Owl of the 


tho “mattor 


ing,” remarked the Bounder. “I 
Tren'tbe sorry to miss his music of a Bi ‘There was no doubt that 
he” ill. 
allo, hallo, hallo! Hore’s “What's the matter, Bunter?” 
Banter.” Groant 


Billy Bunter rolled heavily and feebly 
Peter 
looked white and 
passenger after @ 
cl crossing. He tottered to 
bed, and sat down on it, and 


into the dormitory, leaning on 
Todd’s arm. 


‘Was that young 
ammoning?” asked Wharton 
“What did it taste like, 


“Horrible!” groaned Bunter. 
“Did you scoff the lott” 
"Ow! Yes! Grooogh * 


“T suppose you've been overeating, 
as usual, you greedy little pig!” 

Groan’ 

“Well, what ie it?” snapped Wingate 
“Have gou eaten something that doesn’t 
agroo with you, or what?” 

“Owl Yes!” Wow!" 

“Ha, ha, he!” 

“Nothing. to eackle at in 2 fellow 
being sick, is there?” snapped Wingate. 
glancing round at the hilarious 
Removites.. “Shut up! Now, Bunter!” 

T—E say, II think sou ought to 
Jick that “beast, Wingato!” groaned 
Bugter. ¢X'm TL 1 think Vm doing! 

[I hope you'll give Wan Lung a jolly 
good hiding! Ow!” i 
qalvnate Wan Lang got to do with 
it” 

“Ow! He's poisoned mo! Ow!” 
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Wingate jusoped. 

"Poloned you, you young fathead? 
What do you mena?” 

“Ow! “de was the stew!” groaned 
Buvter, “How was I to know. that 
that filthy cannibal had made a stew of 
Mrs. Kelble's cat? Ow! 

res, Kebble's cat!” ejaculated Win- 
sater * Lunpossible 

“They eat eats. in China , 
Bunter’ “*"T'd- forgotten. that 
stow ssomed all rigit, only it bad a 
Bayour.  Groooogh t* 

Ha, ha, he! 

“Silence!” roared Wingate, “Wun 
Lung, come here! Did you tell Bunter 
you'd made a stew of Mrs. Kebble's 
ae : 

‘Mo tellee, nicey ole 
angwered Wun Lang, in bis 

After he'd eaten’ the stew?” 

“Yen handsome ole Wingate.” 

“And woa it the truth!” demanded 
Wingate 
“'Blonty, too much tluth, pletty ole 
Wingate” 

Fou horrid young rascal | Get your 
qlobber on aguin, and Til take ‘you to 
Mr. "Queleh at “onco! If you've 
damaged Mrs, ‘Kebble's cat, you'll be 
Dogged.” 

‘Wan Tang backed away in alarm. 

“Mo ino ‘wniitee goey’ te nicty old 
Queleh 1” he exclaimed. 

“Well, ‘you're going, you | young 
rascal, and’ you can, got ready {or the 
Ticking of your lito” ‘ 

ENS “antes. lickce!”. wailed Won 
Lumg, “Mo” tollee tluth' now. No 
malt stow of isco Tebble's cate.” 

unter. jumped, 
"You didn't?” he yelled. 
“Did you, or didn’t yout” demanded 


Wingate,” 
soft voice, 


Wingate. 
Wan Tang shook his head, 
“Mo likes,” he said. “Me likee 
makeo plenty nicey stew of Misseo 


Kebble’s cattoo! But mo no makee, 
Ne tellco Bunteé, pullee Bunteo’s leg ! 
What you tinkeo?” 
Ha, hha, hal” . 
“You mean you told Bunter lies?” de- 
manded. tho prefect, 
‘Wun Lung nodded cheerfully. 
"Chinee, tellee plenty h 
mitted. “Tolleo. plenty big’ lie, 
snmeo telloo tluth. What you tinkes?” 
‘Youyou—you beastly _ heathen !” 
garped Bunter, jumping off bis bed. 
jolly well amas ” 


you 
‘Wun Lung dodged round the captain 

of Greyfriars. 

“You eatco stew, me makeo you 
tinkea you plenty eatco cattee,"” ho said 
“gorvee you alice light! Makee you 
plenteo sickee p 

‘Ha. ha, ha!” yelled tho Removites. 

“Aro you still ill, Bunter?” asked 
Winzato, his face breaking into « grin 

“TAT feel better now!” The news 
that he had not, after all, devoured 
faftow lind bucked Bunter wonder- 
fully. 

Libip, you telling tho truth now, Wen 
ang?” : 
“Plenty telleo tluth, nicey ole Win- 

gate,” 


the cat is missing to-morrow—" 
Oe!) easped Bunter. “ET feet 
sick” 

“Ha, ha, ba” 

“Hark! exclaimed Bob Cherry, 

Through the open window of the 
dormitory fosted a long-drawn sound— 
echoing through the summer night. 

Miau-ou-au-aaaaau! 

Te was the well-known voice of Thomas 


“That—that’s 
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Evidently, Thomas the cut was not, 
after ali, inside Bunter. Had he been, 
he certainly could not have given voice 
in that melodious manner. It wes ob- 
vious now that the wicked little Chines 
had been pulling Buntor’s fat leg— 
having a truly Oriental disregard for the 
‘rat 

Miau-au-au-sssau floated in from an 

adjacent roof. 
._ Tho voice of Thomas the cat was not, 
in itself, beautiful, But to Buntor’s fat 
ears, at that moment, it was 2s sweet 
and’ harmonious as the music of tho 
spheres! It was an indubitablo proof 
that he was not, as he had feared, out- 
side Thomas. 

Sineste: Durst into. leugh. 

“Till smash that ‘ittle hoathen beast!” 
roared Bunter. 

.“Turn in, you young ass! Serre you 
right for begging the kid's grub! Now, 
then, if you keep mo waiting—”" 


Uncle (testing s bump 
Tommy's head): "Thi must 
14 bumee of Inquieltivencse, 


i 
5 
2 
2 


D. McCloughin, Pembroke 
Lodge, _ Southbourne, | Bourne- 
mouth, Hants, wins a handsome 
penknife for this effort. You 
see how easy it is, boys. Pile 
in with your tib-ticklers, 


But Bunter did not, as usual 
into immediate clumber, and wake the 
choos of the dormitory with his snore. 
He had been severely shaken up—for in 
the awful belief that he had devoured 
‘Thomas the cat, he had been awfully 
sick. And Bunter, instead of thinking 
of sleep, was thinking of vengeance. 
Instead of gliding into balmy slumber, 
Billy Bunter waited for tho other fel- 
lows to fall asleep, revolving in his fat 
mind schemes of dire vengeance on the 
junior from the Flowery Land. 

But though the desire for vengeance 
was strong in Bunter, the arms of 
Morpheus were stronger, The fat 
junior slowly faded into oblivion, and 
the echoes of the dormitory resounded 
to his snores. 
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THE SEVENTH CHAPTER. 
In the Dead of the Night ! 
ILLY BUNTER started. 

BB Fe iter be, Bete irom tho 
pillow and blinked round in the 
dark dormitory. 

, From somewhero in the night came a 

single chime. 

Tt was one o'clock 

Bunter grunted 

He had stayed awake quite a long 
time—thinking of  vengean the 
cunning little Chineo who hed punished 
him so severely for bagging the stow. 
He had settled on, is. planho was 
going to creep silently from bed when 
all the Remove were fast asloop, and 4 
end & jug of water from ‘tho wash- 
stand over Wun Lung. ‘That, Bunter 
considered, would pay the debt with 
Interest, and by popping back into bed 
again immediately, he would esoepe the 
onsoquenets he would be snoring when 
the other fellowa turned out to ace what 
was tho matter. 

Unfortunately, by tho time Bunter 
had settled his ‘plan of action, he was 
nodding off to sleep. Gradually his 
scheming merged into jroesaing, and he 
slept; 13, eyes did not open again 
till one o'clock boomod from tho old 
clock tower 3 

Tt was lato—but it was not too Inte 
for vengeance. Bunter sat up in. bed 
and blinked round him. ‘He groped tor 
his epectaclos, jammed ‘them on his fat 
little nose, and blinked again. 

Ho listened intently, to mako sure 
that all the fellows wero asleop. | Cer- 
tainly nobody in the Romovo was likoly 
to be awake at ong in the morning. 

Saxo for the faint sound of regular 
breathing, all was silent. But through 

soft eound came to Bune 


dormitory? 
Tt was uot likely;, nobody, could be 
out of bed at that hour. Bunter lis 


toned harder than ever 

But if he bad heard 
not repeated, “All was silent and til 

Slowly, carofully, cautiously, Bunter 
crept from bis be 

It was nocossary to bo very cautious. 
eso ing a jug of cold water over @ 
fellow in bed ‘was, in Bunter’s opinion, 
& justifiable reprisal, but he did not 
expect anyone else to seo it in thad 

igh}. Ho was quito well aware that 
iff ho was caught playing such a tricky 
ho mould get the gagging of hs ie front 
the Romovites, So he was very cautious 
indeed. 

Without a sound, he approached the 
ber stand, and lifted down the jug of 
Tater 

Jug 
Ling: 

‘The little Chince was three beds away 
from Bunter, and he was very careful 
not to make # mistake in the dark. 
Tho darkness was deop in the long, lofty 
root; from the high windows came only 
a faint glimmor of summer starlight. 
Cautious! oe Owl of the Removo orept 

‘un Lung’s bed, and reached 


in hand, he crept towards Wun 
bed. 


He paused there for « momont to lise 
ten.” Ie seemed to him that there was 
somo, soft sound in tho dormitory, = 
sound 1s if some other fellow aa well as 
himself was enc of bed. 

‘He listened with all his fat ears. 

His heart thumped. 

In the. shadowy gloom darker 
shadow stirred, and Bunter felt his fat 
heart almost turn over. 

‘Someone was thero—and it Sashed 
into his mind, with # sudden certainty 

(Continued on page 12.) 


GOOD MEN, AND TRUE 


For arisketers of the past 
ask the question: “Will there ever: 
‘And at last the answer appears to be 
the Indian Kamar. Shei i 
of the batting que 
Blotunele, Thor 


‘only neo- 
eseary to sey that 
ho folly qualiged 
under rules govorn- 


ing Test match 
orioket, and that it 
he had_not played, 
then Test ‘match 
cricket would have 
considerably 


been 
tho _ poorer. 
‘was twelfth man 


Sido for, the. second 
geme and joined the 
‘mall band of players—"' Ranji "isamong them—who mado a 
contury in bie firm ‘Test against Australis. Ioon of eye, 
‘upple of body, and mighty strong of wrist, " Doleep” is 
olightfal bateman to watch; ever ready to go for, the 
uns. “Ho ls now 26 years of ugo, nnd was eduoutod at Chelten- 
ham’ and Cambridgo, where bis fellow students, finding tho 
‘A couple of woasons ago he was seriously 
hho has recovered completely and, in addi 
oings he has scored 333 for Sussex— 
the gronteat individual total for thet county—and recently 
recorded. two conturies in tho Gonts v. Players match, @ feat 
Performed by one other amateur, Tn the county match 
ingt Kont at Hastings last yoar Duleopsiohji accomplished 
previously performed by only these batenen in county 
sriskowC. B: Hy, HE "Hardinge, and Philip Mond-—that of 
‘eoring a century in the first innings and following this up 
‘with 8 double century in tho socond. |“ Ranji” is, greatly 
Pleed ‘by tho erickot muccos of his nophew, and eends hin & 
igo little ohoque every time he ecores Hilty oF more: 


K, §, DULERPSINEII. 


name rovch too long, gave him the title of Mr. Smith. 
called him “ Tulip. 


Herewith nutshell histories of Fairfax, Sandham, Duleepsinhji, 
and McCabe, whose 
SPECIAL FREE GIFT! 


otos form the subject of this week's 


With the Australian team there aro several plapers whom all 
the experts consider are likely to prove a troublo to England 
in Test matches for many year to come. One of them is 
Stanley BicCabe, the “baby” of the side, who is now only 
twenty years of age. He gives every promise of developing 
into that most useful type of oricketer—tho all-rounder in 
the real sense of the word, In build very similar to 
Bredmen, and indeed, when thoy ere fielding or at tho wioket 
together it is very 
difficult to distinguish 
‘ono from the other at 
‘any distance. Of coureo, 
Stanley MoCabo has 
not the betting geniua 
of Bradman 85 yet, 
Dut he ia a most useful 
bat for number five 
or six, and is also @ 
vory steady bowler of 
‘the mediora kind, with 
a fine action, and’ ca 
‘blo of making the 
ball accelerate off the 
pitch. 


les 


Bo hae also 
‘aystory ” ball uj 
his eloeveZone whiel 
may tor the wrong 
Woy oF. alteroativly 
‘ 

End decotve the bate 
wen. In the fold 
Speointat, quick an ki 

9, quick on his 
foet, and’ bold 


New South Wales, 
wpnt to Sydaey for 
education, and was given a plseo in tho Stato aide during the 
last Australian season, Being chosen for the trip to England 
he corainly made rapid aides, and with the exporienca 

Ww getting is oxpected to become a re  playor, 
Hie leo Bright boy, with's entle ever ready ead ofits Lonteal 
jokes which belp to keop tho Australian party merry aud bright, 

‘8 game of lawn-tonnis or golf by way of rolaxation, 


, MooanD. 


It was a real blow to tho Australians when Alon Fairfax 
wos taken ill ‘én operation which prevented. 
Kim trom taking bie place in the side for the third Test mntoh, 
He had done quite well in the second gamo, taking four wicket 
in England's Grat innings, and two in the socond. Alan is 
‘@ medium paco right hand bowler somewhat of the Maurice 
‘Toto type, both in action and in the fact that he seems able 
to go oh sending them down steadily aad well for hour after 
Hour. He stands noarly six foot high end hoa a ine natural 
towling ction. ‘Twonty-four years of age, Fairfax Gret 


Yor Australia during the lest tour of the En 
appeared for Australia during Poe digdt es 4 
side tor, the Bfth Test and 


inpings of 65 nais- 
ido mnatorially +0 
‘Thee 

Beainge proved chat ho is 
capable beteqan, and. thet 
Bee lee mre ona 
ough cs yor bie epsenoes 
| of sosring derokes i Uassted, 
Yetcortalaly deserwce to got 
fon im tho cfickos worl, for 
reistone nine 

the Australiana 
have. given, avoy a. octet 
concering bis Mare than 
Sneey, 20° the. story goes, 
fe has’ roused Mis. rooms: 
inte, Jaolaon, ia the 
Biddle cf tbe sight and 
ther" thoy have” gone 
iRieagh proce at 
seorieg. iogiodey bound: 
‘ariea off the English bowlers, 
Sn tho fourth Teer mich of 


ted his 
gain the victory. 


‘A. PAIRrax, 


factare ot cricket otensils, and 
‘sports goods. 


In away tho story of “ Andy " Sandham is one of thet 
cof cricket, Jt han boon bis evisfortune to be known, pros 


of Tests. You see, ae a bataman, Sand 
‘Srst man in"—a' ange and steady playor who has acored 


is essentially 


Seay enhance 
Senge renin 
gers Fares os ree prions Amirali an ot ee a 
Rae epi 
Seto e saree Gane ea ae Pe 
eM caen ae 
Soci 
man in, “Andy” has 
ees oe 
cece tae 
Rao 
ieee 
amare 
eae 
Saas 
See 

Brpencars 
Sepecinaees 
ee 
Soren 
ae 

=e ttt nd 
air Ss Be eat 
Poni 
‘who comes up to him end 
ey Ae 

2S 

him to get the autographs 
of all the Surrey players, 03 well as his own} 


ee 
Sars 


. 


me 
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THE MENACE OF TANG WANG! 


(Continued from page 10.) 
that it was not 4 Remove fellow who 


was out of bed. Tt was some intruder 
from outside, 


Bunter stood stock still in the dark. ™ 


ness, shuddering, The thought of 
burglars was in his mind. Certainly, » 

Junior dormitory was tho last place in 
the school that @ burglar might be 
pected to ‘There was nothing there 
to attract a burglat, Yet Bunter 
knew that the shadowy form that loomed 
in the gloom was not that of a Remove 
fellow. " For one thing, it was too tall— 
dini a8 the figure was, he could seo that 
fe was at lonst head taller than bia 


self, Tt loomed over Bunter, silent, 
dlark—and the next moment bumped into 
ins, 

‘Thor was a shorp cry of surprise— 
the unknown intruder was evea more 
startled than Bunter by that unexpected 
collision in the dark. 

‘Av band grasped at Bunter—and in 
sheer terror, the fat junior hurled the 


ig of water, 
Egan 

Splash 

2 fearful bowl anoke the echoes of 
the dormitory: There wat a bump, 33 
tne fel, broked” vee br the 
Crating jug The fog wen to tho Boor 
find smaibed into « dozen pices 

‘Bunter ‘yolled. 

‘Yowowowl Help! Burglars! 


Whooooop !” 

‘Ho darted away in dire terror of 
that clutching hand in the dark. Ho 
bumped into a bed and sprawled across 


it, 

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” 

Bob Cherry, startled from sleep by 
Bunter's frantic yell, awoke to feel » 
heavy woight eredbing down on bir. 

Ho sprang up in bed, in astonishment 


bat! What—who—” 
yelled Bunter. “Burglars! 


Eb cluiched’at the spranling figure 
across his loge. Flis grasp faatono 
inter'a fat neck, 


*Yarooh |” shrieked Bunter. “Loy 
Help} He's got me! Whoop! Help! 
Burglaral Fire! ‘Thieves! Murder! 
‘Whoop 1” 


Harry ‘Wharton, All the Remove were 

‘ido awake now and sitting up in bed 
turning out, 

“Help! Whoop! | Murder! 

choking mo!” howled Bunter. 

got me by the throat! Help!” 


“You silly owl” yelled Bob, 
thy eauitmlog fe fat junior 


(got you by your silly netk, you 


“Help * 


"Geta lig for goodness’ saket” 
Harry “The howling 
Satelit ols up the House” 
“Help! Yarooh! Keep him off!” 
“Keep who off, you crass idiot?” 
celled 
“Ow! The bur 


coNageat 


Now, uae burglar, you fot 
chump?” roared Bob. 

Bunter rolled off the bed, and 
blinked round him in the light. On the 
floor, near the foot of Wun’ Lung’s bed, 
lay the broken jug, in a pool of water. 
But there was no sign of & burglar! If 
thero hed been an intruder. in the 
Remove dormitory, he had vanished. 


THE EIGHTH CHAPTER. 
‘The Chinese Dagger ! 

ARRY WHARTON stared at tho 
‘broken jug, and the pool of 
pater. “Then ho stared at 


The fat junior stogd quaking. He wa 
relieved to find that thero 
Intruder in the room. But he was still 
gbuddering with ‘horror and. aflright, 
from the touch of the unseen hand that 
hhad grasped at him in the darkness. 
“What on ” 
gzclaimed the cay jemove. 
‘Who's boon chucking @ jug about?” 
‘Oh dear! 
‘What have vou been up to, you fat 
dummy? Did you, drop that ee 


Who yelled Johnny 


“You fat villain! You wero going to 
Arench the ‘Chines with water, in the 
le of tho night? erlaimed: Ba 


faces Ho lea} 
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“You bern idiot, there, wasn’t, soy 
burglar—what the thump do" you thial 


& burgige would want in &” dormie 
ES ae 
“Ho have been after Bunter’s 


rplled:gald. watch” suggested Skinner. 
BSco if your. watch fy suf, Bunter! 
It’s worth tmoponce, at least,” 

“Beastt 1 toll you be bumped into 
mo in the dark!” ‘gasped Buntor. "E 
choked the Jug, Sig,at himeoh deari Ho 


Soy. many Sima!” said Skiongr, 
“Sub riitle=the, soil ‘Hend—” 


ssa “seat zelled, Johnny Bull 
suddenly. body " 
deny, 's been hero | 


“Bubbish—" 

“Looki" shouted Johnny Bull. He 
was “pointing to tho. floor; and the 
Juniors gathered round ‘quickly. On 
the ‘floor, plain in the eloctrio. ight 
was a wet trail, leading from the 
There the broken jug fay towards, foe 
door. It was the distioct trail of 
fomeone drenched with water, dripping 
ih water, who Bad’ “croméd "to" the 

The juniors stared at it, 

Te was a proof—startl 
expected—that someone had been in, the 
¢ dormitory, and had been drenched y 
tho ‘water’ from Bunter's jug. Up to 
that moment, the juniors had taken it 
for | granted that’ Bunter had been 
iifened "by shadow 1h tho dark 

Great pip!” ejacuia ry. 
“Somebody's been “bare—" is 
low from 
tory——" said Harey, 


another dormi- 


Temple's beon braxgi 
Tet has guthy Orkid oar doncittng® 
“Hold ‘ont’ exclaimed Wharton, 
What's this?” 


“Oh dear! Tho burglar!” Ho stooped over the broken jug. Ia 
“You far chump! Phere wasn't any thei midst at ‘tne. Wresontn 406, $49 
lor 7 wz Obiects that the juniors bad stot noticed 
fo touched me!” howled Bunter. “I at first. "One of thom was an electtio 
tell you I was touched—" pocket-torch. Tho other was a much 
fou ngcdn’t tell us that.’ seid moro startling object—a hott, shar 
Signer, “We know you're “ouched' I” dagger with & curved blade and « bilt 
Beast! I mean—’ of carved ivory. 
lgak hers, pou fat chomp,” anid ° Wharton ‘pil ed it up. 
1 Wharton. “What have you “Oh crumbs!” said Bob, staring at it 
tof You were out of bed, with = ing blankly. 
‘What idiotic gaine have you“ A—a—a ki 
‘bogn playing?” “A dagger” said Squi 
TAI wasn't going to chuck it over say, you fellows!) I told sou—" 
Woe Long! inter. wut up, Bunter.” 


dagger in 
Solis come over the 

‘rom his bed, and ran 
to the captain of the Remove, and 


on Nuno gasped Bunter. “Ive gaught the strange m 
jus told yon T wanvtl Yourgoe fae ye weapon from bis 
Drill hn 


“Buntoo tellee, whoppee,” said Wun 
Tung, who, was sitting ap in bed, blink: 


fo row?" yelled tho ingiat the terrified Om! with his almond 

plenty wat Bie. goer nee 

“thet fat idiot Bunter—nightmare or plenty wateo 5 : 

something bos ‘pprawiing oa my bed aod fat rglter!” roared Bob. “Tit 
hn jolly well— 

“Ni yaroooh! Help!" SET tay, you fellows, T= wasnt 
Whats op, Bunter?” I didn't“T’never!™ gaxped Bunter. 
“Ow! Burglars!. Help! Murder!" —f wouldn't, you know! Besides, the 
“UPhis in wat. comes of scolfing cats little beast made me Gelievo I'd scoffed 

for eupperi” said Skinner. “ite a Mrs, Kebble's cat" 

siddy mehtmaare.” “ita, he, ba 

fa, hoy hn! seleimed Bab Chere. 
Yb fsb champ ara scrambling, out cans hell fall 
“Hele! iret Burglare!” wall rag. the fat villain——" 
shricked Bante * oh eal Gherry—" 
"Soa fot idly soul havo Quelshy Duinp him 

OP tee eon up tho prefecte—" yelled Basler?" “my perhaps that 
a You'll sake up tho prefect lied Bunter: I" say, "perhaps 
a a ag Fowied Banter. Burglar’ in the dorm alt ho tine— 

“He feet Burglare!™ Rou trabjous ase” 

“Shut apt” gasped Bob. “Hl may be hiding under a bed—” 
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gesped Bunter. 


“Thle daggee Ch 

Woa Lang 
“Pebyr Jou tel bes und 
“T cay, Jou fellows, suppose ho's under 
bed 


. 
“Shut, uy 


asst Can't you 
for the door? “There's 


Naja. Bob Cherry. 


the Ortental dagger had 
ing shock to all the Remov. 
‘Soviously, an armed. man had been 
in, tho dormitory in the darknoss—a man 
with a bared weapon in his hand! It 
was a startling discovory. 
“How do fou know i's « Chinese 
dagger, Wun Lung?” asked Nugent. 
Wan Lung, with s strangely sombre 
face, pointed to a marking on the thin, 
keen, curved blade. Tt was a, strange 
mark to the eyes of the Removites; but 
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father, Chung Lung, 

strange Chinese 

written in 

‘om right to left, ‘The engray- 

dng on the blade of the dagger was in 
Chinoso—a singlo, strange, sign. 

“Sort of trade mark?” asked Bob 


{gpisived Was Lung. 


“'Yang—what you callee sheepoe.” 
“Shoop!” repoated sovdral voices, as 
the fellows stared at the sign on ‘the 
dagger. Doos that wiggly thing mean 
shoo} 

*\Shoepes, in Chinee,” aaid Won Lung. 
“What you calleo tlade markes, Man 
who makeo this daggoe markeo likee 


that, This daggee he makee in 
Canton.” 
“I soo! That's the trade mark of = 


Canton manufacturer?” asked Bob. 
‘Wun Lung nodded. 


“That shows that the dagger came 
from ‘China anid Harry Wharton. 
‘® Chinaman bas been 


“<Tbas means th 
here?” 

Bis eyes met Nugent's. Both of them 
remetobered, at the ‘moment, the 
Chinaman in tho car on Courtfield 
‘Common, 

“But—but what could he bave been 
joing to do with tha dagger, whoever 
1¢, waa?” exclaimed Peter Todd. 
““Killy, plaps,” said Wan Lung 
simply. 

“Great Scott!” 

‘The Removites stared at ono another 
with horrified feos. It soemed impos- 
ible that any man could have come to 

ne dormitory, in the dead of night, 
with murderous intentions. 


[—I a3 

“ But—but if he was after somebody, 
who was he after?” gasped Smithy. 

“Me tinkee this pool li’! Chinee,” 
said Wung Lung. 

You—why ? — 

“No savvy. But him Chinaman— 
and Chinaman plaps tarvy me, 
savvy you fellows, “Mo no savey why, 
but.me tinkee he comey aitee me.” 

“But—but——" stammored Wharton. 

It seemed too terrible to be true. 
But there was that deadly, murderous 
looking weapon, evidently Chinese, 
keen a8 3 razor, dropped in the dormi- 
tory by the unknown who had butted 
into Bunter in the deck. For what hed 
the dagger been intended, if not for 
some fearful deed? 

“ He—he was after somebody!” mut- 
tered Nugent. “He dropped that ele 
trio torch—he must have had it ia 
hand. He wes going to tara on 
Hight) and, pick “out the fellow 
“Looks like it,” said Harry. “And 
then that fat idiot butted into bim— 

iness be did—" 

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Someone 
coming!” exclaimed Bob Cherry. 

‘From without footsteps could be heard 
approaching “along the passage towards 
the door of the dormitory. Evidently 
g,pyplect or # master hed boon roused 
7 tbe noite. 

‘The door of the Remove dormitory; 
‘opened, and Mr. Quelch stood frame: 
in the doorway. 

{Bosal What docs this mesn?” 

And Mr. Quelch, with thunder on bis 
brow, advanced into the dormitory. 


no. stoi 
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THE NINTH CHAPTER. 
A Mystery 1 
ENRY SAMUEL QUELCH 
fixod his gimloteyes, atornly 
gn the Removites. _ Evidentl 
hho suspected that eomo mid- 


night “ a8 Of 
‘Thon, as bis eyes fell on the deggor 
in Wan Lung’s hand, bo gave a vielent 


rt. 
“What—what is that? Wun Lung, 


what are you doing with that dangerous 
weapon!” he exclaimed. : 
“No belong to mo, sir!” said the 
Celestial. “Some Chinaman dloppeo 
this daggeo hele, sir.” 

“What! Has anything happened, 
Wherton 


#'Yes, something vers serious, T thiol, 

said Harry. “Somebody hes been 
here, and he dropped this dagger when 
hp cloared—" 

“What? Tell mo at once!” 

Two or, three voices explained 
together. ‘The Remove master listened 
in blank astonishment. 

But for the dagger, be might havo 
supposed that tho juniors were venture 
ing to rag him, But the Chinese 
dagger was indubitable evidence. No 
such weapon had ever ‘beon seen et 
Groyfriars before. 

“Give it to me,’ 


id Mr. Queleh, 
nded to him. ‘The 


astonished eyes. 
“Tpero is a mark on the blade—" 
he said. : 
“That's a bang, sir,” said Bob. 
{Continued on page 16.) 
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(Continued from page 13.) 


#4 what?” ojaculated Mr. Quelch. 
did you aay bang or hang, 


Yoo Lane ecioped. 
“Yang” he oxid 
“Yang?” ropoated Mr. Quelch. The 
Remove master knew all that was to bo 
known about Latin and Greok and half 
x. dozen European languages. ut 
tiea ef om boa bie 
 that’e Chinese word?” 
Moaneo sheepee.”” 
“Doar mot” said Mr. Quelch. “And 
thisthis odd-looking ‘symbol "implies 
tho word ‘yang,’ which means a sheep | 
Bless my soul” A trado mark, T sup. 
his weapon must havo come 
from China ! Tt is most extraordinary (" 
"Ta wailed Bunter, 
lain, ts hiding under 


"ei? bal we koow be 
‘The ede! wore Totes” undef bat 
thore was no traco of the mysterious 
Chinaman. Mr. Quelch stood witb the 
Qngger in bis hand end = 
troubled and perplexed look on 


He could scarcely suppose that the ¢ 
a 


unknown intruder had been @ burglar— 
‘thore was nothing to burgle ia @ junior 
ecmlaey Ze 0 eszpove tht the 
man had como thero with murderous 
intontions was stage 

“Tt ig, fortunate,” 
at last, “that 
Ut of b 


aid Mr. Quolob 
Bunter was awake and 
‘What the man can havo 


wanted here isa mystery; but—" He 
“Lock the door when I leave 


paused. 


gone before 
However, 1 telephone to 

for a\ constable to be sent. 
Hou need have no further alarm, my 


EST Waco not alarcind, sir said the 
Pal, all good-nigh b 
Wall, ‘wel night, ray _boyet 
3 tho Goos, “Wharton,” and’ donot 
open it unless you hear my voice. 
scene ead Brey 
eloh, "very trou re 
turbed, left the dormitory, taking th 
Chinese danger sith hitn.” ‘The door 
wayelped and ‘locked. 
ats the band ( said Bob 
Cherry with a'deep brett. “Wo hed 
some ‘excitement here when tho jolly 
old barring-out wat on; but this boats 
"Tang, you fellows, leave the light 
ont “Of "aourem, "Too nok atealt 
Sie" 


“Rot!” grunted the Bounder. “ 
don’t want’ the light on! Who's afraid 
of the dark?” 

“Beast! Leave the light on!” yelled 
Bunter. “I won't stay here ia the 
dark! “I say, you fellows— 

“Shut up|® roared Bob Cherry. 

“Better leave it on, or we shall have 
Bunter in a Gt,” said Wharton. “Get 
Pack to bed—though I'm blest if I 
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think J shall close my eyes again to- 


aight” 
¢ juniors returned to Leg! With 
the slolite Hebe barelng’ wee the Tait 

oak door safely locked, even William 
George ‘Bunter recovered 


from 


his terrors. Moreover, as there was no Of the 


sound of alarm in the House, it was 
apparent that the search had failed to 
reveal any intruder; and there was no 
doubt that the mystcrious night-prowler 
wag far 
Wun Lung went to bed with the rest 
but he did not close his almond eyes. 
Lights were flashing on in every room 
at Groyfriare; all the Sixth were up, 
and all the masters; the search of the 
house was being conducted with 
tHoroughness, Sounds of many foot: 
eps and the murmur of voices could 
ard, But nothing was heard that 
told of alarm. Wun Lung laid his head 
on the, pillow, but his eyes gleamed in 
the light; he ‘was not thinking of sleep. 
“You really think that that morchant 
yas after you, kid!” asked Barry 
Wharton, 


likely,” said Bob, “A 
Chinaman couldn't be interested in any 
of us—eouldn’t ever have beard of any 
of us, infact, Ieee johnny from Wun 


avy,” 
«Well, a man wouldn't be after you 
with a aoe for nothing.” 

tt 


ay t 
Lae, Eas Me ety. 


$i laps bes nO ta, But he wantee me, 
we Dea't you be af id Bill 
sn" afraic .” wai 
Banter polgontiogiy. tvs coved got 
and if you're danger again just 
on me—T'l eave yout 


“at Bunteo velly funoee.” 


mk the 


ungrateful heathen !” ex- 
Owitet te Remon a i 
ven’ 


ba, hat” 
. {You can cackle 


villain like I did. It was sheor prosenoo 
of mind made mo knock him down with 
the jum, Jf he hadn't got away 20 i 
quick, I'd ba im, too. 
wish, ‘he'd come Teekmand rd show 


you, 

“Ob, my, hati” yelled Bob Cherr: 

suddenly. “There's Chinaman in the 

dorm! “Look out!" 

Billy Bunter plunged headlong unde 

‘lly Bunter plunged boadlong under 
the odelotbes, need Besdlong 

a, be, bat” 

Help! Yarooohi Help!” 

roar from Bunter, from 

Keep him oft 


ifslled the juniors. 


ne ‘you follows, belp! Keep bim 
“You silly owl!” roared Bob. “It's 
all right! Don't be such a blessed funk! 


Shut up, you howling jackass!” 

"Bunter peered out from under his bed- 
clothes. It was borne in upon his mind 
that if there bad been an armed and des- 


rate Chinaman in the dormitory, the 
elon capald not be roaring 
“1-1 rn ra beast gasped Bunter. 

“You said there was e Chinaman in the 


dormitory, you zotter!” 
"So there ia,” answered Bob, “Bat 
Ws only e young one, and hig name's 
ies be batt 
ts 
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Nothing more was heard of what Billy 
Bunter would do, if the Chinaman came 
Pan ine fat) junior leid his beni oe 

¢ pillow, and Was soon moring. 
other fellows intonded to remain awako, 
and for a long time there was discussion 
mysterious incident, But. er 
dropped aif to sleep at. leat, only W 
Lung’s slanting eyes remaining cwink 
ingly ‘till the light of dawn 
pace Uap bigh laden ant 

6 rising? ‘out over Groy- 
friare School. 


THE TENTH CHAPTER. 


Bunter is Not Taking Any 1 
Gus. SCHOOL was in a 


state of considerable excitement 
the following morning, 
‘The strange episode in the 
‘Remove dormitory was the one topic, Aa 
‘a subject of discussion, even the late 
Dazring-out in the school was dismissed, 
ta traco had been found of the 
ay rious intrude! 
it was clear that he had fled from 
the spot the moment the alarm was 
given, And the constable who had come 
up from ‘Courttild found the, place 
jere, ho entered: the Houso and ap: 
farently alt "A: tian’ oft glass ee 
found ‘to be cut from a downstairs 
window, which had ‘enabled him to open 
the window from outside, Who he was, 
wy ho bad come, whither wei 


remained inexplicable. 
if the man hed boon burglar, no 


doubt, stran; the interior of the 
sehool, be nd himself in » junior 
dormitory by mistake. And that wes 


the theory gencrally received. 

But the Chinese dagger hinted cr} 
the unknown man ws 
Ghigone burglars in 
tainly fow and far betwe 
object hed not been thot it wea ithe 
cult to imagine what it-could bave boon, 

Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent 
could not help thinking of tho Chinainan 
‘they had met on Courttield common, in 
ge é 


tion it to Mr. 

‘So, after third lesson, when the 
Remoro was dismissed, the captain of 
the Form stayed bebind when the other 
fellows, wont out, and stopped at Mr, 
‘Quelch’s desk. 

‘Mr. Quelch was looking thought! 
and 6 little troubled that morning. Ib 
as sloar "that. the, mysterious vent 


worried him « good 
iinet i it, Whatton?” ho asked, 
tho captain of the Remove came to bis 
‘And Wharton explained, bi 
master listening very attentively. 
“T thought I ought to mention 
he concluded. “Wun Lung is euro that 
the man was a Chinaman who came last 
pight, and he thinks the fellow was after 


Form 


“Well, Chineto daggers aren't 
common’ in England.” said Harry 
dubiourly. 

gua Thst in true, of course. The foot 


you saw a Chinaman in the neigh- 
Srendsod a cha achoat rontess fe taote 
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is on this information to the, police 


"No, sir. Tt was too dark to notice 
anything; and, of course, we never 
thought=—"* 


If course not. Or tho make of the 


Wharton,” 

‘captain of tho Remove fol- 

lowed his friends, loaving Mr. Quelch 

with a very thoughtful wrinkle on his 
Wharton joined the Co. in the 


hallo, hallo! You've told 
Qualchy ?"" asked Bob Cherry. 

‘Wharton nodded. 

“¥en; he, soems to think there's vome- 
thing in it” he answered. "My own 
idea ig that it was the samo man, 
think it stands to reason. ‘The fellow 
yas up to something, wad, Inst night 

ved what he was up to.” 

think #9, t90,”” said Nugent. 
iut_wo don’t ‘know what ‘his game 
was,” said Johnny Bull. 

“No, unless ho. was somo joker from 
Ching,” with a” grudge agains: Wun 
Lung’s family,’ ry. “The kid 


think #0, 

is pretty cheap in Chins, I 
Detioye,” said Bob, “T suppose & nian 
who had a down on Wun Lung’s pater 


might think of taking if out of tho kid 
witha dagger. But——” 
pat tom rather thick,” said Johnoy 
ull. 
“ My esteemed chums—" 
“Go it, Inky," said Bob. “What 
have you got in your old black noddle?” 


about that worthy and rascally China- 
men ia enormous, but we know that he 
was after something in this esteemed 
school.” 

“No doubt about that,” agreed Bob. 

“Thea, a8 it did not come off, what 
‘ever it was, is it not terrifically probable 
tbat ho will try 

“Not if he's a 
Bull. 

“T do not thinkfully opine that he was 
@ burglar, my esteemed Johnny. If it 
was something else, ho has failed, and 
he may try againfully.”” 

“Likely enough,” said Harry. “But 
what—" 

“If he also was the man in the car, 
hho docs not know that there was any sis 

fulness of his esteemed golf. There: 
jore, my esteemed ohums, it is prepos- 
torously probable that he is still in this 
esteemed vicinity, and looking out for 
‘another chance to get at the ridiculous 
Wan Lung.” 

“T suppose 0,” said Harry thought- 
fully. ""Phero's nothing to connect him 
with’ what bxppened Inst night, or to 
stop bim hanging about hore if he wants 
to. What about 


“By tal 


glar,” said Johnny 
“Ho would be scared off.”” 


1 0 little walk abroad, my 
esteemed chum, we may happen on him, 
if he is hanging about. You two fellows 
know him by sightfulness; and if you 
spot him, we can spot also the number 
and mako of the oar, and have some 


v7 


esteemed iatormation for the excellent 
and fatheaded police.” 

“Good, ceg!® sxclaimed Bob Cherty. 
“It can't do any harm, at eny rato, 
Let's take a trot.” 

“May as well,” assented Wharton, 

And the Famous Five walked out of 
gates, and spent the next hour, wander- 
ing i the highways end byways in the 
Yicinity of the school, keoping wary eyes 
open for'a saloon oar driven by a Chine 
man, 

Nothing came of it, however, and they 
yelored to, the eahool, not ery amuch 
isappointed, for they had not, expecte 
much, But it was agreed. that after 
classes that day they should take a 
Jonger walk, and hopo for better for- 

tune. 

‘Wien the Remove were dismissed that 
day, therefore, the Famous Five started 
for tho gates at once. And o fat youth 
rolled swiftly on their track when they 
started. 

“Tsay you fellows!” squeaked Bunter. 

“ Buzz off, fatty!” 


Bunter_hurried on and joined tho 
Famous Figs, Thay, were, taking, the 
direction of Courtfold; and Courttield 
to Bunter's fat. mind, was associated 
chiefly with the bunshép there. 

Tagg, go fellows, 1'll come 
Bunter aifably. "You follows cao stand 
the tex—" 

What ten, fathead?” 

Bunter winked. 

“TL know you're going to tho bune 
shop," he unewered. “Yon can’t, gam 
mon’ me, you know. I'd ‘stand: you 
fellows Jolly good sproad ‘only i'vo 


been disappointed about postal order, 
VI tol! you what—you stand the feed 
to-day, and T'll stand ono tomorrow— 
my postal order is auro to come in the 
(Continued on next mge.) 


Steam Loco 234 hauls heavy rolling stock for 


over 1} miles — 


‘engine, like every Bowman Steam ani 


agaaranteed to develop twice the power of any model of equal pri 


Live steam power gives *2: 
Me a real express it ii 


* its splendid 
British built of solid steel and brass. Ask 


jealism and speed. And 


your dealer to let you see Bowman Loco 234. Look at design 
finish and you'll realise what wonderfal value for money this British 


Bowman is! 


Book of Steam Models. 


BRITISH AND GUARANTEED. 
BOWMAN STEAM LOCO 294. 

‘Biroat Brush express steam engiae, 
wuich “pulls 40.0. tral for 


T}'mites non-stop! Power aud elas Su UNA, 


‘font #0 usual Be model. “Weight 
ef engine's Ib. ‘Length 0/. 


(with tender)” 20. in. 
(Postage 1/-) 


ro” Gang 
Tender 7/6 extra. 


BOWMAN TAMX 1000 203. 
A steer cane 
featy ‘railing satoc 


‘Send 3d. im stamps for your copy of the new Bowman 


ose Ni “era 


se 
SALE 25/- 
sa 
fare 
reverts 


wisciosnr 
leas 


Te'e a book Bo model enginerr should be without. 
SEND 34. IN STAMPS FOR YOUR COPY NOW! 


note 
em oc 


‘Renan 


ou atmont everrcbing about 
a edustrocnin weder ait 


ork, elo. ti 


Of Halford’s branches and all good shops. Ask your dealer about them. 


BOWMAN MODELS (38) NORFOLK: 


DEREHAM, 


18 
morning. It's from one of my titled 
relations — 
“We're not going to the bunshop, 
faqyyeme're of going to ten af all.” 
le, hi 


“What a rox sacs 6a. Ta 


ima 
me fammon!” ssid Bunter. “He, be, 

. 

And Bunter rolled on after the chums 
of tho Remove. — They reached the 
common and toenod off tho road into 
tho littl 
Popper Court. Bunter halted. 

“I aay, you fellows, that ain't the 
yay to Courtield” he exclaimed. 
“Look here, stick to the road. ‘Those 
short cuts ate tog jolly muddy after the 


agp ae pat 
“elto “not going to Courtfiold !” 
bayled Bob, 5°" 
“Oh, really, Chorry— 
2 Famous Five walked o 


Williom 


and rolled after the 
““T'say, you fellows—" 
“Briere! 
“Are yor goin 

asked Buoters "Mean to say thet Sit 

Hilton Popper has esked you to tem 
Bob Cherty ehucklod 


“Likely—after the rows we've had 
with ‘him lately,” be said, 

“If he bas, Tl come—" 
“Fathead!” 

“Then | where aro you going” 


demanded Bunter, 


‘The Owl of the Ressove wanted a feed, 
but ho was not troubl 
Heylar dosir to bo useful. 


“wi 


ha-a-t?” ejaculated Bunter. 
“Buntor can take the 
ra 


Bars, on, 
Billy Bunter 
“Whaat are you follows up tot” he 
demanded uneasily 

“We're looking for for tho giddy China. 


ted. 


man,” explaine 10 joker 
who ‘dropped that dagger nthe does 
Tast_ night.” 

“Oh! gasped Bunter. 


“Come on, Bunter! "You'll bo the 
right man in the right place if we meet 

ia. A really bravo chap, regards of 
“tffe, ba, hat” 

tay, you fellows, d-d-d-do you 

think there's any chance of—of meeting 
that Chinese beast?” gasped Bunter. 

“Yes, rather! May meot him any 
mament enely place—" 

“He tight jump oyt from behind 2 
hedge any encond 

‘aroooh !”” 


“ Aren't you com 


Bunter?” roared 
Bob Cherry, as the fat junior turned vod 
scuttled back towards tho road. 

“Come on, Bunter 

“Wa want you, Bunter ! 

“Tho wantfuiness in terrific, my 
a rr 

TT Hee got to ace a fellow!” caspe 
Bunter over his shoulder. "Sorey I 
canteomél Got to see a chap! 

Hts, ha, hat 

‘and Wiliam George 


Bunter vanished 


mysterions 
George Bunter, 
faking any 

‘Tue Maoxer Lismanr. 


evidently, 


was not 
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narrow lane that led towards Chief 


fer gave an itritated snort bu: 


to Popper Court?” §, 


‘THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER, 
“Uncle Chung 1” 


UZZL22201 
B Mr. Prout started from » dose, 


ut, the master of the G: 
friars Fifth, was in the Head's 
study—Prout being headmaster 
fem. during Dr. Locke's absence. 
Head of Greyfriars was still ill, and 
from the school, and Prout was 
‘carrying on—hence his occupation of the 
ak’s study. 

It was a warm afternoon, very warm, 
and Prout, who was doing Greek papers, 
vas nodding over them. Prout liked 
playing headmaster, even if only « tem- 
Porary one, but ho was feeling that end- 
of-the-term ee ‘and was. counting 
fhe days fo the holigeys,_ Siting in the 
Head's chai 6 Head’ 

Table, Prout nodded end doved tl 
ras “tartle? foto. wakefulness by the 
‘of the bell. 

Dear mo,” said Prout. 
He picked up the recerr 
“Hallo!” yewned Prout 


y{tiars School?” came 

that had a soft, silky ton in 
struck Prout as foreign, though it had 
no strange accent. 


gteeMeE 


COMPOSE A GREYFRIARS 
LIMERICK 
and 
WIN A POCKET WALLET, 
He this week's winning effort : 


itn 
alte. ie hard very oy 


‘Sent in by Sam Hoy. of 5, 
Adwick, "Terrace, | Ferrybrides 
Road, Pontefract, Y. 


| Heeetecasien name. | 


“Yes, this is Greyfriars—Mr. Prout 

‘spoaking.” 
‘May I speak to the honoured head- 

master?” 
Dear mot” said Prout agai 
hho ment on: “Dr. Lecke is 
tho school at present, matters 
Ghaasoted witr the school Tam taiiog 
his place, but if, it private matte 
letters will be forward 


Chun: 
Rout for the third 


Foru master sit up 
“Did you say—h'mi— 


Che 
pa a J em a Chinese.” 

“Qh, I understand! I really bes 
pardon,” said Prout. If his interl focutor 
kas s Chinese Prout was not surprised 
by such a name as Chung, and would 
not have been surprised if it had been 
Hung or Lung oo Wu “What can 
I do for you, pang?” 

“It would ‘ive os me great pleasure to 


“His name is Wun Lun, 
“Ont” aid Prout. as he ae 
et be might bare 
Chinese gentleman ‘who F faleohoned to 
the Head would be a relation of Wun 
Lung end Hop Hi. the only Chineso at 
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Greyfriars. “I—T seo. You desire, to 
call et the school to see Wun Lung. 
“That is my desire, honoured air. 
have arrived in England only this morn- 
ing, by ay of Folkestone, and the 
wool being on. my way to London, I 
should bo inostimably ‘pleated to cil 
as I am proceeding to London by oar. 
I desire to embrace my beloved nephew 
‘and to bring him news of his honoured 


father, Chung Lung.” 
My de 


sit, IAT gore on 38 soon 
8 you Wi re 
be have 


; Prout "F shall 
ry happy to a 

no doubt mae ‘boy will bo delight 

At what time may T expect you?”™ 


“1 shall leavo Folkestone | im- 
mediately,” sid Mr. Chung. “I have 
rested and refreshed myself, my 


honoured sit, snd desire to pursue my 
journey, and have hired o car for the 
purpose. I am told that I shell require 
& little over an hour to make the journey 
to Conrifela, which Tam given to under- 
stand is nesr the school.” 


said Mr. 


Prout. 


oar y dovceninele kind.” is 
Prout.” 
“Not at sir—not at all, 


Delighted,” said Prox 
“Au ‘afters fon tance polite exproe 
sion, smacking of the Flowery Land 
and its honorific manners and customs; 
the Chinese gentleman rang off 
lown age 
Tike 


@ very courteot 
ene gentleman who had 
only just arrived, ‘rotm tho other aide of 
tho world, itherto, none of Wun 
Lang's people } fas orretbace Soc sa oe 
school; the Journey, was much too 
Senalve ‘a ock foe bia father or other 
relations to undertake it, Mr. Prout 
was, in fact, rather curious to sce what 
‘Won Lung's uncle was, like, wondoring 
whather he, would, arrive in Europea, 
garb or in the fowing and gorgeous gar- 
ments of the Orient. 

‘He rang for Trotter, and told him to 
find Wun Lung and send him to tho 


fow minutes tho Chines of the 
prosented himself. 
nkod, a4 Froub rather, wary 
slanting eyes. A summons to 
Head's. study generally" mount 
trouble for a junior. 

But tho portly Fifth Form master 
goon resesured him. Ho gave the little 
heathen @ benevolent smile and a nod. 

“Abi Wun Lung!” said Prout, in 
his fruity vo'ce, "You have—er—an 
uncle named Bung—no, no, Chung—-a 


“You will be ploased to hoar that 
Mr, Ghung his atrived in Englond,” 
said the Fifth Form master. 

‘Wun Lung’s eyes opened wide, 

“Uncle Chung comey to Engiand": 
ho, ejsculated. 

“Yes, the landed at, Folkostono to- 
day and has telephoned mo,” suid Mr, 
Prout. “He desires to cail hero and 
ree you. No doubt you will be very 
pleased to sce your uncle, my boy, es 
‘you are so far from your native innd 
and your relatives.” 

“Mo plenter mucheo plesseo, 
said Wut Lung, ond there was n0 doubt 
that the little’ Chince looked pleased 
“Hop Hi ho velly please, too. 

“Very good!” said Mr. Prout, bene 
yolently. “Now, you: uncle will be 
here in jittle more than hour, Wun 

#0 you had better be in tho 
visitore’-room at that time, ready to 
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feo him. Probably he will not stay 
Jong, as I understand that he is ng 
on to London in his car. He did not 
mention your brother; but no doubt be 
will desire to see Hop Hi also, Tt is 
now "Mr. Prout glanced st the Head’s 
clock—“half-past five! At half-past 
fiz, Wun Lung, you had better bo i 
the visitors’-room, ready, and I will 
bring Mr. Chung there when he calls. 

“Melly good, sit,” : 

Prout mado'a sign of dismissal, and 
We puns tote She study, t a 

is Httle, yellow faco was beaming as 

ho glided ‘down the corridor with his 
aoft step. 

Prout was right in supposing that the 
little Chinee would be glad to seo a 


relation from bis native lend, Al 
though bo never gave i sign of it, and 
was generally ono of the happiest and 


most’ contented fellows at 
Wun Tung felt tho distant 
from his’ own country and 
people. He was overjoyed to. thir 
Imceting a neur relative, in tho island 
in the North Sea that was so far from 
tho Flowery Land. 

Ho looked for Hop Hi of the Second 
Form at once, to apprise 
tho good news, He found Hop Hi in 
the Second Form room where some of 
the fngn were having ono of their un- 
holy spreads. Gatty of the Second was 
grilling « horring, impaled on several 

ens, over & spirit-stove, and his chum 
Niyeta was, warning him not. to burn 
it—warnings that wore ip There 
was a strong scont of burning fsh as 
Wun Lung glided in. 

He told Hop Hi the nows, speaking in 
his own tonguo as ho geuorally did 
in converatation with his minor. Some 
of th fage grinned as they listened to 
the flowing Chinese. Hop Hi's face 
brightened tike his major's as ho li 
tened; but to tho Second Form fags, 
it was roally amazing that that suc: 
cooulon of inonosyllables “conveyed 
meaning, 

“Oh, my hat” said Gatty, staring 
round: trom his calingty task. “Mean 


say you understand that eackle, Hop 


rroyfriars, 


promptly. 
“Chines plenty lovely talkoo” 


Won Lung. 


id 


“How would you say fish in Chinese?” ch 


asked Myers. “S'pose yon were speak- 
Jing of this herr. how would you put 


+ 

“Yut" said Hop Hi. 

“Not mo, ass, you-I don’t know any 
Chitose,” 

“Yul? repcated Hop Hi. 

“What do you mean, fathesd—me?” 
asked Myers, staring at him. 

‘Hop Hi ehuck:o3. 

“You no savvy,” he said. 
Chines, yu 

“Oh crikey!” said Myers. “Yut 
What.a word for a Gsh! I wonder all 

you Chinke don't chuck Chinese and 

arn, English.” 

*“Chince micheo better.” 

“Oh erumbal I like that chuckled 
Myors.” “Much hetter—my hatt But 
go on—it’s quite funny! Tell us about 
this herring in Chinese.” 

“Djo go chih buh deh!” said Hop. Hi. 

Wun “Lung. burst into. a sudden 
chortle a3 his minor spoke. Apparently 
he saw something comio in the words 


“'Fishoe in 


Uf) ay 


that sounded like utter gibberish to the 
fags of the Second. 

“My word!” said Gatty. 
jinese 

“That Chines! assented Hop 
it means this herring’ 
ty, in wonder. “Well, 
Lstin’ and Greek and German all rolled 
fogother! What are you 

jun Lung?” 


Ts that 


the walk in ¢ 
the two Chinese suspiciously, suspecting 
his leg was being p “Look 


you checky little pagan, what 
jou saying about this herring?” 
bub deh!” answered 


“But what does that mean exactly 7 
domanded Gaity. 

“'Mfcanee, no can eatoe that felling,” 
explained Hop Hi.,,"Meanes that Gshoe 
Bo good to eateo’ 

“Why, you cheeky little monkey.” 
exclaimed Gatty in gieat wrath. "Here, 
Jou look after this herring s, minute 
Buyers, while T pull his pigtail” 

Major aud minor havily. retreated 
from the Second Form room before the 


Hop Hi went bund- 
Ming out of the win 
leaped Teekesty 
Teel 
after bim. The 
slash of a kn 
bebind missed Wan 
Vang by 8 fool oF 
more as he 
from the window, 


wrathful Gatty could come to close 
quarters. 
‘An hour 1a 


x, Wun Lung and Hop 


Hii were jn the visitore-room, watching 
ri 


quadrangle from the window for 
rival of Uncle Chung. 

Both of them were rather excited; 
d they talked to ono another exuber- 
aotly in the languago which Gatty bad 
described es resembling the cracking of 


nite, 
“Ni kan!” exolaimed Wun Lung, aud- 
denly, car came up the drive—s 


very handsome saloon car with only 
one cocupant, who was driving. “Look |” 

Tho two Chinese looked curiously at 
the motorist. He wore ordinary Euro- 
ean clothes. Apparently ho bad met 
with some accident on the road, f 
there was a bancoge tiod across 
face, stained bere and there with red. 
But’ above it his dark, slanting. e 
eauld be. seen—tho eyes of 2 Chineve, 
Little more could be scen of his fac 
than tho almond eyes, Leaving tho cor 
on the drive, the Chineso gentleman 
Passed into the House. 
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‘Wun Lung and Hop Hi waited. Mr. 
Chung had to ses Prout before ho saw 
Bis nephows. He was shown immedi- 
ately into the Head’s study, where Mr. 
Prout greeted him very _genially. 
‘Trotter “had taken in his card which 
bore the name “Mr. Chung” in Roman 
letters, In Chinese characters it would 
have puzzled most inhabitants of the 
‘western world. 


said Prout, glanci 
then at his visitor.“ 
am glad to meet you, sir! Pray be 
seated.” x 

He shook hands with the Chincso 
gentleman effusively. Mr. Chung was 
dressed like © Europoan, in very well- 
‘ut and obviously expensive clothes. He 
‘bad tho air of a man of wealth. 

“You havo met with an accident, 
sie?” asked Prout, with a glanco at the 
stainod bandage on the visitar's face. 

“It is a little trifle, sir,” answered 
‘Mr. Chung. “The car swerved, and I 
ran into @ bough that drooped over the 
road and cut my face » little. But @ 
very kind and honourable gentleman 
bound it up for me. It is nothing.’ 

Ho mado « gesturo as if dismissing a 
more trife and sat down. Prout 
& matter of fact, was rather bi 
hh felt called ‘upon to be 
visitor from so distant a lon 5 

Iso, ho rather liked playing head- 
inster. So ho set himsolf to be vory 
lite to tho Chinese gentleman, Mr. 
chung answered courteous questions 
about his voyage from China and hi 
railway journey in Europe; all the 
time treating Prout with a sort of 
Polished deforence, which had a very 
Bratifying effect on that gentleman. 

Prout was quito enjoying tho con- 
versation, when Mr. Chung murmured 
some reference to his nophew. ‘Thus 
reminded that ho, Prout, was not really 
the person Mr. ‘Chung’ had 9 
called to see, the tomporary hea 
089 to his feot. 

“Your nophewe are in tho, visitors'- 
opm waiting to see you, sir,” he said. 
“At least, I instructed Wun Lung to 
await you there and I have no doubt 
ho is doing so. Pray let me show you 
the way.” 

“You are too kind, sir!” said Mr. 
Chung. 

“Not at all, sir, not at all!” said 
Prout, bonevolently. 

‘And the portly gentleman conductod 
Mr. Chung to the visitors’-room and 
‘pened the door of that apartment, 

“Wun Lung! Hop Hi!” Ah, you aro 


imaster 


here! ‘This is your uncle! Bray stop 
in, Mr. Chung ! 

With a graceful bow Mr. Chun 
assed into. the visitors’-room en 


rout shut the door and returned to 
the Head's study. 

“A vory, pleasant gentleman! 
Prout to himself as ho sat down 
Head's chair at the Head’s table agai 
“A vory pleasant and agreeable gontl 
man indeed! .An educated Chinese is 
undoubtedly very agrecable!” 


ia 


THE TWELFTH CHAPTER. 
‘The Track of the Tyre. 
“TTAHAT the placet” asked Bob 


ry. 
“That's ite 
Famous Five stopped 
at the spot where the Chinaman’s car 
had stood the previous night, when 
Wharton and Nugent had taken’ shelter 
in_it from tho rain, 

It was the loneliest spotina very lonely 
Jane, shut ih by high treos. ‘Tho lano 
wag cutty and stecp, and never used by 
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ly anyhow. 


and, very keen Scouts; and they ex: 
‘amined the tyre marks, in the hope of 
discovering something from them. It 
was casy to reed that the car hed beon 
Tun up the leno from the Courtfield 
road, and left there; and that after- 
wards it had backed ‘and turned, and 
gone back to tho road. It had turned 
with difficulty in tho narrow lane, and 
there were signs where it had bumped 
into a hedge. Beyond the spot where 
tho juniors had seen tho car the night 
before there were mo traces; it was 
clear that the Chinaman had’ gone no 
ferther in the direction of Popper 
Court. The car had been parked in 
the lane, and that was all. 

“Tho jolly old tras plain enough,” 
said Bob. “Wo can follow it down 
to the Courtficld road—but after that 
there’s, nothing doing; too many cars 


about.’ 
‘Wharton nodded. He was scanning 
the tyre tracks carefully. ‘Three of the 
tracks showed a diamond pattern; tho 
fourth was pl 
“The man's had a new tyre 
some time,” he remarked. 
same make as 
‘were supplied 
know this. track i 
“Not likely to sce it again!” said 


Nugent, 
“You never know,” said Bob. “We'll 
makes jolly old meptal note of it, 
it rear wheel, plain tyre. 
‘Three others diamond-studded, Let's 
keep, an eye open for the trail, any- 
Ww 


“Not the 


‘There was nothing more to. 
Jearned on the spot; and the juniors 
left it. ‘They followed tho lano back 
to the Courtfield road. In the muddy 
lane there were plenty'of traces of the 
doth coming rf 
the high road every si 

But tho Famous Five did 
hope. On the high road they coul 
learn nothing; but it was possible that 
the car had followed other by-roads, 
and, if 20, there was a chance. 

$0 for 4 long time the chums of the 
Removo industriously searched and 
tanned a network of by-lanes, bunting 
for a track similar to the one they bad 
found in Popper's Lane. 

‘The search was. fruitless, however. 

It drew near time for ‘calling-over, 
and the fivo juniors gave :t up at last, 

ith the intention of resuming the 
search on the morrow. They camo back 
into tho main road, and walked on to 
Greyfriars, 

all of a sudden, Bob Cherry 


not give up 


several sets of tyres, where motor-cars 


had passed. Among them, fresh as 
Paint, was the track of a car with three 
diamond-patterned tyres and one plain. 

“Great Scott!” 

The Famous Five halted, end stared 
at the track. 

Tt was unmistakable, 

“But—but this is © fresh track!” ex- 
claimed Wharton, in great excitement. 


ton, He 


But in it 
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“It wouldn't have lasted long ‘here, 
with so many cars and carts patsi 
It's not half an hour old, at the most,” 
joker’s still banging about, 
fhat's 6 oer said Nogant, “or clo be 
s come back again alter clearing off, 
‘This car came from Courtfield, and went 
on towards Greyfriars. Must have 
Passed the gates, from the direction it 
was going in.” 

In” keen ‘excitement the juniors 
followed the track, but a fow yards 
fartber_on it was lost on. the smooth 
road. They kept on towards the school, 
Unless they were doceived by a track 
strangely similar to the ono they were 
seeking, the mysterious Chinaman's car 
had passed along thet road less than 
half an hour ago, going towards Grey- 
friars. 

“Hehe can’t have been going to the 
school—openly 1" ejaculated: Wharton. 

“Not likely! But ho must hare 
passed the gates” said Nugent,‘ 
may pick up something farther on. 


But the Famous Five arrived ai the 
school gates without making any 
further discovery, They turned in at 


the gates, and as they followed the 
ariva “towards the House, Bob gare 
er yell. 


lo’s here!’ 
ree per iN di fr bet 
ive, till damp from boo 
ala, showed cleatly In’ sovcral. place 


the track of tyres where a car had ovi- 

dently driven in and gone up to tho 
louse. 

in The iuniors gazed at the track almost 
in 


t—it’s the same 
“Here's Gosling—le 
Gosling, was adorning tho landse 
eutside his lodge. The Famous Five 
hurried over to him. 
‘Tho anciont porter of Greyfriars eyed 
suspiciously. 
* Gouli 


c 


it ain't gone out again, I s'pone 
ing at. the “Ouso 1” ‘answored 
n't you get Iarking wit 
patron 
pee! 
who drove itt” 
answered Gosling. 
“A-a-a Chinamant” gasped Whatton, 


Gosling ‘blinked at “him, 
“You seen him?” he sai 
‘Was he a Chit 


“IT think so! 
man?” 
“Which he was,” answered Gosling, 

“Oh crumbs!” 

The Famous Five stared at ono 
another blankly. ‘They had. gone out 
to huat for traces of the Chinaman in 
tho selon car, only to find, on their 
sobars, ad sean ah Carella Th 
was as upefying 

“My only hat!” gasped Bob Cherry. 
“If-if he’s the seme johnny, how can 
he have the neck to come here openly, 
in his car, in the daylight?” 

“Goodness knows!” 


johnny, after all!” remarked Nugent, 
“De you, “Kiow who Bo ws 
a : 
do,” answered Gost 


“He give me ame—well spol 
gentleman, too, though he's a furriner 
and got a’ very queer name, Asks me 
this is Greyfriars, he docs, in English 
as good as me own.” 
‘The juniors grinoed, It. was pomible 
that the Chinaman’ bad addressed 
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Coxliig ia English better then his 
own 
“Who is he, then, Gosling?” 
“Mister Chung is the namo he give, 
answered Gosling, “and that’s a furri 
name, if you lke! Fancy covey 
being named Chung! But they ‘avo 


all sorts of funny names in China, I've 
heard; Ho's “Mister Wun Lung’s 
ungle.* 


a 


a 
fa, Wun Long's unclot” said Harry 
jaintly, 

“So he says, says he.” 

“But—but ‘sre you 
Lung’s uncle!” stammered Bob. 

“Mr, . Prout says $0,” answered 
Goeling. “\Mr. Prout says to me, says 
he that Mr. Wun, Lun 
‘coming, be says, And he come. 


re he’s Wun 


iCOME INT! 


1 aos wae, Bate 


HIS litle, coqner of ours nas 
crowded out last weok, but I 
was dotermined to get my nose 
in this week, 80 here we arc. 

fell, chums, what do you think of your 

collection of Free Gifts, now. ‘Topping, 


T 


what? And aren't "your non-reader 
pals envious? Til bet they are. Still, 
thi their look out, MaGwer readers 


come first; "and Maoxxt readers now 
‘own as unique a collection of souvenirs 
fof tho 1930 Tests as it is possible to 
possons, Just a word about the fascina- 
ting competition which started in our 
pages Inat wook. Hero readers are 
offered two superb cricket bats auto- 


raphed 

ies lian Test Team and a dozen 
special “Hornby “Train” Sots. ‘There's 
mcthing to Bay? ‘no other papers to buy; 
this remarkable offer is exclusive to 
readers of tho Maaxer. If you mistec 
ast week's insu you oan stijt obtain it 
from our Back 


ca in stamps to cover cost of ost 
The ‘contest 


page two of this issuo To-day! 


Here is a letter from a Dolgelly chum, 
who is interested in 


SPEED ON THE SPEEDWAY! 


Ho wants to know at what, speed dirt. 
track ‘riders travel. It depends, of 
course, on the ridet and tho occasion, 
but the other ovening I watched Vi 
Huxley, tho Australian rider, do, four 
Japs at Wembley in 79 seconds; which is 
pretty good going. That's equal to an 
‘average speed of over 39 milgs per hour, 
but when you remember tho spoed lost 
in skidding around the turns, you can 
sco that the “‘all-out” speed on the 


straight, io protty good! “In a League 
Match, the winners of tho heats, gencr- 
ally average about 38 miles per hour. 


‘The seme reader wants to know who 
would win if greyhound was matched 
against speedway rider. ‘The rider 
would win easily! A greyhound takes 
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pleased to answer questions and discuss toptes of 
General interest 7 Write to Rim: Editor of the © Ht 

EGamoted Press, Ltd. Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, 
i stamped and addressed envelope wlll ensure a reply. 


by the doughty warriors of the | D 


“Ob deer!” 
‘The juniors walked on towards the 
House.” They simply did not know 


‘what to mako of this. 
“Wun Lung’s uncle!” Johnny Bull 
grinned faintly. “My hat! We've been 


trailing down the kid’s nunky. 
But—but if he's Wun Lung’s uncle, 
whet was he up to on Courtfield 
Common last night?” exclaimed Whar- 
ton, ‘Ho never came to the school 
esterday. He parked the car in that 
jane, and never came here, And—and 
he had # revolver—" 

“Still, if he’s Wun Lung’s uncle—" 

Wharton set his lips, 

“T suppose Mr, Prout would know, 
‘a3 he’s acting in the Head’s place while 
Dr. Looke’s away!” be said. “But— 
Ym not satisfied! ‘Thero may be 
some game on. Look here, I'm going 


to speak to Quelch. He's got more 
tense then ‘td Prout” 


et,” ‘The Amal~ 
BCA. A 


jsoecus: seveceascensetonceenceeaseensneeel 


‘at least 30 seconds to do one lap, 20 
even if it could keep up its specd’ for 
four laps, the rider would beat it by 
40 seconds or 50. 

While we are on about racing, here is 
another query from Tom Harker, of 
Peterborough. He wants to know, who 
was 


THE GREATEST JOCKEY IN THE 
WORLD? 


This distinction belonged to Fred 
Archer, a British jockey who rode in 
over 8,000 races! Out of that number he 
‘won no fewer than 2,748, including five 

jerbys! For thirteen, years he headed 
the list of winning jockeys—a record 
that will take some beating | 


T really must pass on this “howler ”| The 


to you! evening as I went home 
in the Tube, @ couple of schooll 
near me—one of whom looked decidedly 
like Dicky Nugent. The first one was 
reading a book, and when he came to 
the sentence: “He was Lord of a barren 
heritage,” he asked his chum what it 
meant” This was the amazin 
"Y'zeckon it means that he inherited, 
baronage!” 

I think that's worthy of Billy Bunter 
at his best—or worst! 


You know I am always 


ready | to 
i 


advise you fellows on the choice of a 
career, but I must confess that S.R., 
who writes from Worthing, has got me 


beat this week. 


HE WANTS TO JOIN A CIRCUS, 


and he asks me how to set about it, 
‘Now that’s a tall order, because circus 
tists aro engaged in the samo manner 
as actors and music-hall porformere, 
wehich means that, they have to perfect 
themselves in their particular acts and 
then go to an agent, who charges then 
8 commission fossfixing ups contract 
‘with a particular circus, Unless they 
are something out of the ordinary an 
agent will not bother about them. 
Gceasionslly, cireuses advertivo for 
rooms, stable-boys, eral 
fiipers—but in. all "these “cases. they 
require boys who have had previous 
experience, and most youngsters who 


a 
tab Johnny Bull doubt- 

“There's the car 1” said Nugent. 

A handsome saloon car was standing 
on the drive, near tho House. ‘Tho 
Juniors looked at it attentively. "It was 
difficult to recognise a car that. had 
only been scen im tho rain and dark- 
ness; but Wharton and Nugent hed no 
doubt that this was tho car they had 
taken sholtor in the previous night. 
‘The general look of it was the same, 
at least, end the track of the tyres 
wag, umitabe ae 

“Tm going to Quelch!” said Harry. 

“Bat the man's Wun Lung’s uncle 

“T can't help thinking it’s fishy. I'm 
going to Quelch, anyhow,” said the cap- 
tain of tho Remove. 

And Harry Wharton, 9s soon as he 
entered the House, hurried in the divec- 
tion of the Remove master’s study. 


are engaged in circuses have come from 
fanilies who have beon engaged in 
circus work for generations. ‘The work 
is extromely arduous and not well paid, 
so the best advico 1 can give 8. R. is to 
leave circuses severely alone, and choose 
@ career which will give him more scope 
for advancement, 

thermore, there are very few 
circuses touring England just now, and 
most of their artists come from the 
Continent, 

T wouder if you know 


HOW MANY KINGS ARE THERE 


in Eorope? Rog: Walters, of Biack- 
burn, asks me if i can tell’ him, Yes, 
there are eleven ruling kings. ‘There 
is only one ruling queen, and two ruling 
rinces, togethor with a grand diichess, 
Phere are fourteen republics in Europe, 
but this figure doos not include the “ tint 
pot" republice of Andorra, whi 
governed by & council, and San M 
which is ruled 

Erie 


2 


will bring the total up 


Next week's 
“Topping, t 


programme—forward 

10 Bill” is another fire 
complete yarn in the specia 
nese ” serics dealing with the chums 
of Greyfriars. It’s entitled: 


“PERIL FROM THE EAST!” 


and there are more thrills per square 
inch in it than you can find in any 
other boys’ yarn.’ 

‘Then you can turn to “Tho Flying 
Spy!" by George F. Rochestor, and get 
your fll of war thrills, written by an 
authar who knows tho flying game back- 
wards, and who has participated in the 
adventures of which he writes. 

‘Our shorter features, too, will bo 
bang up to the mark, ‘and ‘yowll be 
wise if you tindo  wnisteoat button 
before sou begin to read our special 
newspaper edition of the “Herald.” 

Our “rhrmester ” will still be at. it, 
and there'll be another of my weekly 


chats. 
AND— 


Don't forget to have e thot 

winning one of the magnificent pr 

offered in our simple competition. 
YOUR EDITOR, 
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THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER. 
‘Tho Emissary of Tang Wang! 
R. CHUNG stood in the 
M visitora'-room as Mr. Prout 
Closed the door and relired. 
‘Over the stained - banda 
that hid most of ‘his face, bis dati, 
slanting eyes looked at the two Chinese 


juni : - 

‘Wun Lung and Hop Hi came quickly 
towards ‘him. i 

Te was loug, very long, since they 
had sean any ‘rolatve en they were 
eager to greet thir uncle from Chine. 

“But ‘aovthey suw him close at hand, 
Wun Lung stopped suddenly, « strange 
Took ie Sree " a 

Hop Hi stopped at the same momen 

ie ae aie to tell what the China- 
man looked like, with his face screened 
by th bandage, Though bis eyes told 

Teinly what his race ‘And it was 
fong since the two. juniore had soen 
their Unelo Chung. Up to that 
moment, they had had no doubt, but 
‘now, somehow, a doubt struck them 
both at the 1¢ moment. 

Mr, g's slanting eyes roved 
grill round the room. vit wea large, 
Randsomely-appointed room, on. the 

round floor, with windows overlooking 

e quadrangle. But the windows were 
high from tho ground, snd no fellow 
in the quad ‘could have scen into the 


room. : 

"Thnt swift survey scemed to satisty 
‘Mr, Chung. ‘ 

As ho stood with his back to. the 
‘dor, his hand groped behind him, 
and ‘ho felt a key in the lock. He 
tumed it. 


4 Hop Hi had not 


that gleamed in the sunlight from the 
windows, “Not a word—not a ery— 


He mado a significant gesture with 


Oe ate 5 

acked away u pace or to, 
his ‘Ittle. faoo. full of startled. alarm 
find fear, Wun Lung stood his ground; 


breathing hard, 
‘not our Uncle Chung!” 
id_ in. Chin 


@ south, and I do not 
Know your northern tongue, But Eng- 
ish "know." 

Wan Lung set 

“Who aro you?” he asked ai 

He was standing in front of 
brother now, to protect little Hop Hi 
if ho could.’ For it flashed into Wun 
Lung’s mind instantly, when he knew 
that this man was not his uncle, but 
had come to the school in a false 
name, that he-was the mysterious it 
trudot in the, Remove dormitory of 
the previous night. He knew that he 
was face to face with the unseen man 
who had penetrated to the dormitory 
in tho dead of night, and left the dag- 
ger behind him when he fled. 


is lips, 


ly. 


His heart was beating hard. But 
he was quite cool, and his eyes watched 
‘the bandaged Chinaman’s like = cat's. 


“My name is unknown to . % 
think,” answered tho ‘Chinaman’ “But 
if you desire to know, it is Chu!” 

What you wantee?™ 

ge ee Chung: ” grinned. k 

® fou do not learn to » 
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English at your, English 
a ak Ee « 
coolie of Canton.” 

“What you wantee?” repeated Wun 
Lung lis gaze never left the dark 
leatning eyes of Chu. 

T am here to carry out my orders!” 
ssid Chu quietly. grinned again. 
ban, eat sane welt Vehocgt hay aed 

eves that Tam your Uncle Chung, 
and that I bave arrived this day fs 
this country of foreign devils. But in 
trutl, I have been to this lend many, 
many years, serving my master—as f 
serve bm wow. 

“Who that masteo?” 

“You have been long away from 
Chino,” said Cho, “but I think, that 
Rorhane you know the name of Tang 

ang” 

Wan Lung started a little. It was 
evident that the name was not un- 
Rog” Wang!” he repeated slow! 

“Tang fang!” repeat lowly. 

“Pane ‘Wang, the Son of Heaven!” 
“Won Lung amiled faint! 

Wan sail faintly. 

“In China, thero is now no Son of 
Heaven!” be answered. “There are 
no emperors any more.” 

Chu shrugged his shoulders. 

“What has beon will be ag 
“Ts it not written in our 
that mang. times our land. ha 
divided against itself; that many war- 
lords sot up their standards in many 
provinees"" and yet inthe ‘end there 
‘was always an emperor who came again 
and restored order?” 

“nig no nko Tang Wang eves be- 
‘come Son of Heaven! said Won Lung. 
“Me no tinkee China wantee emperor 
any more. But you telleo mo what 
‘Tang Wang rantee along thie Chines” 

“Four father, Chung Lung, the mer. 
chant, has refused the demand of Tang 
Gene for three thousand tacls!” sai 


‘A glimmering of understanding came 
into Wun Lung’s eyes. He was begin- 
ning to, sce now. 

“He is a rich man, a rich morchant, 
but he cannot sparo throe thousand tacls 
for a princo of the blood of the Ming!” 
said Chu. | “He should dio—but Tan 
Wang noeds monoy! My lord has sai 
that Chung Lung should be struck 
through his son. 

‘Mo savvy!” murmured Wun Lung. 

‘That is why I camo to this place 
in the night! I sought you in the 
sloeping rooms! I failed to find you, 
for there was an alarm. I fied! “But 
if T do not carry out my lord’s orders, 
Tame dead man! But, knowing the 
name of your, uncle, T camo here 
this trick—with my face covered wit 
& bandage, lest you should seo me too 
a eal 

fe savy” 


pee ote ae te sem 
orgie of he 

ie pa of he Se 
He ‘knew’ the aed deep. pa ‘of the 
The Tocner ab Coa beam 
in the Remove dormi tase ben 
intended to take his life. It bad been 
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intended to gash the sign af a socrot 
society on his face, 

In ‘the strange. land of China, as 
Wan. Long well knew, sccret societies 
flourished to an extent undreamt of in 
the West. 

It did not surprise him to learn that 
‘8 descendant of the ancient Mings, who 
ruled in China before the Manchus 
came, was the chief of a seoret society, 
and that he was secking to raise money 
by threats, to carry out some scheme 

_ ambition. No doubt the Ming 
prince sam, or fancied he saw, 
Portunity in tho present stat 
Recine warfare in the di 
divided land jof China. 
Chung Lung, the Chineso merchant, 

alfed upon to’ pay. large aun 
the sccret society, ‘and the threat of 
bis, aon's death followed his, rofuual 

Selieving his son safo in England, 
disrogarded the threat.” Hence” the 

Mr. Chu, to gash the sign of 
death, tho ‘srmbol, off “ast wang” on 


ie. Chinese junior's face—tbe news of 
which would spoedily convince hit 
father that the arm of ‘Tang Wang 
could reach to the utmost West. 


And when ho knew that his son’s Tile 
could bo reached the Chinese merchant 
would pay. 

It was an Oriental form of blackm: 
though no doubt tho Mandarin ‘Tang 
Wang called it by somo less disagroe: 
able name to himself, 

‘There was a long silence. 

The two Chinese juniors 


watched 


Ch. They woro,atterly at his mcrey, 
with the door locked against help. 

And thi expect Mf they 
attempted to give the alarm. 

‘Chu had come et 
of szi-wang on tho junior’s face, but he 
was likely enough to use tho knifo for 


2 more deadly purpose if his safety was 
threatened. 

Chu did not speak, He waited, ovi- 
dently to let what he had wald sink into 
tho Chinese junior's ‘Mr. Chu was 
in no hurry. ‘ 

‘Audacious as was the trick by which 
ho had gained admittance to the school 
and anv interview with the Chinese 

jonior, be was inno danger--s0 far as 
fo’ Know, at least.” He "would bo ox 
ected to remain” some time in’ the 
Fisitore'-room with ‘his nephews, and 
they were not likely to be interrupted, 
Ho was willing to give Wun Lung time 
tovrealiso that resistance was futile, 

But he spoke ug: at last. The 
glitter in Wun Lung’s eyes told that ho 
was not thinking of submitting tamely 
to the gash of the knife. which would 
Icave-tho sign of sziwang on his fee 
for ever. ; 

“My lord Tang Wang is merciful,” 
soid Chu at last in hi ict voice. “If 
tho merchant Chung Lung takes warn 
ing from the =F that is put on his son 
alf will be well for you, and you wil 
five. But, jer the warning reachos 
his ears, be’ atill refuecs, then, & baud 
will strike you, god yee will become & 
guost on high, But T think that ho will 
fo longer refuse when he knows that 
the arm of Tang Wang can reach you 


re. 

‘Wun Lung did not reply. 

His teeth were set, his eyes gleaming, 

“Do not resist,” went on Chu soft 
“My lord's order is to mark you with 
the sign of szi-wang, but if you resist 
you must die.”* 

Ho made a step towards Wun Lung. 

‘Phe Chines backed away. 

With “a swift. movemont Chu intor- 
posed betweon him snd the windows. 

He advanced again; and Wan Lung, 
with desperation in ‘his face, back 
vay to the farther wall, Hop Ti hy bie 
side, 
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‘There was a deadly silence in the 
yoom as the Chinaman came closer and 
gleser, his slanting eyes gleaming over 
the glittering knife in his hand. 


THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER. 
Danger 1 
ARRY WHARTON tapped at 
FAN ts ger of. Gusta study, 
and the Remove master's voice 
Me. Queloy buey with papers, looked 
s. Qualeh, busy’ wi 
ap inquiringly “as the captain’ of the 
Removo presented bimsclf, 


Bod Chory’s erleket bat crashe 

on the baek of Cha’s head as hi 

ran, and the Chinaman pitched 
forward and fell on his face. 


“What is it, Wharton?" His eyes 
dwelt curiously’ on Wharton’s face, not- 
ing the signs of suppressed excitement. 

“There's, something I must, tell yo 
"said Horry, “I—I'm afraid th 
‘Win Lung may bo in danger,” 

“In what way?” 

“Wo'vo beon scouting since classes, 
sir,” said Heery. “We've been to the 
plece where Nugent and I, sheltered 
the Chinaman’s car last night, We've 

icked up the tracks of that car, sir— 

ore. 

‘Mr. Quelch rose quickly to his feet. 

“Here” he repeated. 

“There's a cat standing on the drive 
now, sit, which I am sure is the samo 
car, T could not swear to the car itself, 
‘as I saw it before only in tho dark, bub 
it is a saloon car of the same size. But 
the track of the tyre we can all swear 
Bs, 

“This is very extraordinary, Wharton, 
‘You suppose that the Chinaman you saw 
on Courtfield Common lest night is now 
at Greyfriars? 

‘“T beliove s0, sir. And if he was the 
samo man who came to the dormitory, 
it moane—" 

“The gentleman here can scarcely be 


the same man, Wharton,” seid Mr, 
Quolch, with a faint emile, “I under- 
stand from Mr. Prout thet Wun Lung’s 
unole—a Chinese gentleman named 
Ghung—has called to seo him. Mr, 
Prout mentioned the matter to me; end 
I believe that Mr. Chung is now in the 
visitors’-room with his nephews.” 
heard from Gosling, siz, that Wun 
Lung’s uncle had called. But if it is 
true that, he is Wan Lung’s uncle, why 
was he skulking on Courtheld Common 
last night, loss than a milo from the 
sohogl? He did aot come here yester- 


des 
“He certainly did not,’ said Mr. 
Quelch. “If Mr. Chung is the man you 


saw last night, his conduct appears very 
Seactaty: Dare 

“Is Mr, Prout suro th 
sir—that the 


‘Mr. Quelch raised his eyebrow: 
“T presume so,” he said. "Hi 
tioned the matter to me, as Wun Lung 
is in my Form, as if there was no doubt 


on the subject.” 
‘Wharton hesitated = moment, 
Mg. Prout may have beon doceived, 
sir. 


‘Ho would not imagine that any: 
* ave taken 


“That is true certainly,” said Mr. 
Quelch thoughtfully. “But Wun Lung, 
of course, would kuow whether the man 
‘was his uncle or not.’ 

“Yes, sir. But if they're in the 
visitors'-room, and nobody elso there, 
ho may not have a chance to give the 
alarm——" 


2B 


“Bless my oul!” said Mr. Queleh. 
“But—but—" He pursed his lips 

“The man last night, sir, had a re- 
volver, and handled it—which doesn’t 
if ho is Wun Lung’s 


was the same man! Anyhow, the man 


hore is the man who was skulking in 
that dark leno and pulled out a revolver 
when ho found us in his car.” Whar- 
ton's {aco was very earnest, “T can't 
help thinking, sir, that Wun Lung is in 
danger.” 

“You would know the man if you saw 
him again, Wharton 1” 
“Cortainly, sir! So would Nugent." 
“ean hardly think, Wharton, that 
there is any ground for slarm," said 
Mr. Quoleh, “But in view of what hap- 
pened in the dormitory Iast night, we 
Sennot bo too careful. I think it would 
bo ts well for you to seo this gentle- 
mao, Mr. Chung, and ascertain whether 
ho is the man who found you in his car. 
If so, the matter undoubtedly scoms sus 
picious. I think you had better come 
With me to the visitors'-room ab once.” 
“That's what was thinking, sir, 


— 


I'm sure he’s the man; but if not, 
there's no harm done.” 

“ Quite so. 

Mr. Quelch made the junior a sign to 
follow him, and loft the study. 

ho Co. wore waiting in the passage, 

“Come on!” whispered Wharton. 

The Famous Five followed 
Remove mastor es he rustled away. 

Mr. Quoich, obviously, wap in a very 
doubtful franio of rind, and not, nin 
disposed to believe that the Caineso 
gentleman who had arrived in the car 
fn broad daylight was tho same man 
who had stealthily entered the House 
the night before and left a dagger 
behind him in the Remove dormitory. 

But it was clear that in such a matter 
he could not leave anything to chance. 
‘And he lost no time in arriving at tho 
Visitors’-room. 

He turned the handle and gave s 
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start. The door did not open—which 
meant that it was locked on the inside. 
“Testantly Mr. Quelch’s snind flashed 
into suspicion. "Jf all was well the door 
should not have boon locked. ‘There 
was no imeginable reason why it should 
‘be locked. 

‘He tapped sharply on the panels, 

‘Pho Famous Five exchanged quick 
glinecs. ‘The Chinaman who called him- 
Self Mr. Chung was locked in the room 
with the Chinese juniors. What did it 
mean? What could it mean? 

‘Tap, tap 

“Kindly Jot me in at once, Wun 
Lung!” catled out Mr, Quelch sharply. 
‘What is the door locked for?” Admit 
mo at once I” 

Tn tho silenco that followed » deo 
drawn breath was beard from within 
the room. a 

"Tho interruption was startling for the 
emissary of Tang Wang. . 

‘For & moment or two Chu stood quite 
still, a tigerish glittor in his, slanting 
eyes, tho knifo gripped convulsively in 
his hand. : 
«Ho tade a gesture to the two Chinese 

niors, He did not, uced to speak; the 
eaturo with the knifo was enough, Te 
Was death to call out; and Wun Lung 
and Hop Ti were ilent. 

fap, Fap, rap! came on the door. 

Me’ Ching, breathing bard, stepped 
towards the door, 

“Who knocks?” he called out softly, 

“It'is T Mr. Quelch, Won Lun; 
Form master. Is that Bir. Chung? 
Please oven tho door, at once, 

‘tho emissary of ‘Tang Wang stood 
silent, hesitating, uncertain, For tho 

‘completely at 8 loss, 


‘THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER. 
Saved from the Knife! 
UN, LUNG breathed quickly. 
‘There was help at hand- 
but between bim and he 
a locked oaken door, 
tho door the armed Chinaman. 
His glance wont swiftly to the win- 
dow. 
One of the easements stood wide open, 
Jetting in the summer breez. He made 


an almost imperceptible sign to. Hop 

shad backed to the 
wall facing the window across the room. 
Tu that wall was tho fireplaco, and in 
the fendor wero the fiteirons— 
mai ass intended rather 


an use. It had been in 
Wun Tang's mind to snatch up the 
heavy brass poker to use in his defence, 
but, with Chu advancing on hit, knife 
hand, there had been little chance, 
‘Now there war a chance, as Chu stood 
by the door, which was in the wall mid- 
way between window and fireplace, a 
dozen feet to the right of the latter. 
rap, rap, came on the door 


master’s 
‘open this 


ing the 
sign of the ezi-wang on tho hapless 
junior's facv, to lock the door 
Lung. hurry to bis car, and 
ecape in the contusion that followed the 
alarm. 
{It would have been easy, but for the 
interruption. Now it was fer from 
easy. 

‘Not only was a Form master outside 
the door, but he could hear others there, 
‘and ho knew that suspicion was aroused. 

‘Whe. he did not know. His thoughts 

‘Tae Macwer Lsatnr—No. 1,175. 


THE MAGNET 


did oot turn for a moment to the two 
schoolboys ho had found in bis car the 
previous, - ‘even 
Know that they belonged to Greyisiars, 

But bow suspicion had arisen mat- 
tered little;, it was the fact with which 
he had to deal. And he reslised that, 
if ho was to escape, he would now have 
to Sight hts way out of Groyfriars, 

“But he did aot think of abandoning 
his purpose. Tho power of the Chinese 
secret socisty was far reaching; he 
dared not disoboy the order of his 
“lord,” Taug Wang. 


For a long moment he stood at the 
door, hes taken aback, and at 
@ lois. ‘Then his mind was made up. 


Ho iwrned from the door sgain, Bri 
ping the knife. With « switt rosk ho 
Erossed the room towards tho Chinese 
fentors. 

But the interruption had given Wun 
Lang the chauce he needed’ Ho had 
looped swiftiy and grasped the heavy 

race poke, 

‘And as Chu came across towards him, 
ewiltly the hand of the Chinese junior 
flow up with the poker in ite 


sudden and swift, 0 unexpected, 

was th jm iad Ci eoeid 
fot guaid age ‘ehielin 
cot atruck ‘tcroes. the 
fece, and. he staggered, back with 


fosping cry, lost lis footing, and fell to 
oor, tho knife fying from is band, 

‘Bren, "as ho. fol Wun Tung hed 
grasped Hop Hi by the arm and was 
funning for the window. 

"With « hoarse ory Chu staggered to 
his fect.” He leapt to tho knife and 
clutched it from the ocr. 

Tt was only a mvatter of seconds, but 
scconds. were "enough for. tho” two 
juniors. Hop Hi went bundling bead. 
long out of the window, falling sprawl 
ing into tho quad, and. Wun Lung 
leaped recklessly after him. 

‘The slash of a knife bebind missod 
Wun Lung by & foot or more ‘at he 
vunished from! the window. 

“Thoro was a shout in the quad. 

‘A score of fellows hiad eaen the sudden 
exit of the {30 Chinese juniors from the 
Windows ‘of the visitore'room, and all 
tyes wero. fixed on the. bandaged face 
that glared alter them, the slanting eyen 
blazing with rage, tho knife clutched in 
MER the then led Wi 

at the thump——" yelled Wio- 
sito of tho Sixth. 

Look out—" 

What" 


Who 
“Great pip!” 
Wun Lung and Hop Hi were on their 
foct ina twinkling, end running. Lik 
deer, Before Chu could make Sp his 
mind to lesp from the window after 
thein, they hed vanished in at the open 
doorway of the House. 

Meanwhile Nc. Queich was rapping 
almost frantically on tho door of, the 
fistore-room, ‘crash of Chu’ fa 
the clang of the poker, the Chinaman’ 
toy of Magn had all fenched Lis sure 
Sud his alarm was now intense. 

“Open this door!” he shrioked. 

To his excitement ‘and slarr, the 
Remove master drove his shoulder 

inst the door, striving to force it 
Open, But the oak was thick, the lock 
Was strong, and the effort wes futile. 

Hie crashed his kouckles frantically on 
the panels. 

“Admit mo! Admit me at once!” he 

sped. “Good heavene! What 
fippening in that room—what—Wha 
tomCherry——" 

‘Dut the Famous Five were gone. 

Phe window!” Harry Wharton mut- 
tered to his chums, for it was cloar 
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that no entrance could be foreed by 
the door in time. 

And the chuims of the Remove darted 
away. ‘They were tearing out of the 
doorway of the House when two breath- 
less Sgures bolted in, 

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” gesped Bob, 
in amazement. 

“Wun Lung—” 

“Oh, my hat!” 

Wun Lung gasped. 
tered. 

“Wo jumpee outce windes! 
Wun Ling. “Mo tinkeo. that Chinee 
follee after us! We go hides. 

And Wun Lung, holding tho arm of 
his panting minor, raced up the stai 
case. and disappeared. 

‘Harry Wharton rushed back to tho 
Remove master. Mr. Quelch was al- 
most hopping with excitement and 


anxiety. 

“They're safe, sir!” panted Wharton, 

Ae ind 

“They got out of the window, sir— 
they're. in. tho, House—both of ‘them, 

ite ante ™ gaspod Harry. 
unk heaven! But what-—wheb 
has happened—what——"| Mr, Quelch 
was stuttering” with bewildorment, 
“Tho man is there—ho—what—"" 

‘Tho yelling of voiées from tho quad 
drow hitn ont of tho House. A swarm 
of Groyfriars fellows wore gathered 
before the windows of tho visitors’ 
room. 

‘A. hundrod fellows 
thero, buzzing with alaria and excite. 
mont, From the open casement glared 
the faco of the Chinaman, ‘ 

‘Chu glared from tho window like o 
caged wild boast, 

‘He was defeated, his intended victim 


Hop Hi splut- 
gasped 


at loast were 


had cocapod. Dut’ his ova ‘oscapo.w 
very problematic now. “He fad filed, 
if Between him end liberty 


ging crowd. 
over the whole, school 
ough the crowd, with slashing 
Knife, and reach his car—that was tho 
Chinaman’s desperate thought, But ho 
Knew that he could never get the 
away now. Deleated, desperate, unce 
tain how to act, tho emissiry of 
Tang Wang stood lacing front the 
window into the quad, with e hundred 
Pairs of amazed cyes fastened on 
“Bless my soul!” gasped Mr, Quelch, 
is eyes almost starting from his head 
he stared at tho desperate face at 
the window. : 
What—what—what is all 
Mr. Prout rolled on the scene, 
—hat does this mean, Quelch?” 
Mr. Quelch pointed to the w 
“But what-—what—that is Mi 
—what—whet——’ d Prout, 
bewilderment. “What is he doing with 
that knife— wha Prout 
almost fell down in his. astonishment, 
“He ho secured!” gasped Mi 
Quel. Wingate Gwrynne—find go 
weapon—he is a desperate man—” 
‘Harry Wharton & Co. arrived on the 
scene ‘ow, “They had stopped to. got 
hold of their cricket bats for use as 
weapons. Some of tho fellows were 
Tushing away to get hold of similar 
ticles, of pokers, golf clubs, hockey 
sticks—anything that camo to hand. 
“Look out!” yelled Hobson of ‘the 
Shell. “He's coming ” 
‘There was @ rapid scattering back of 
the, crowd. 
io desperate, man bad made up bie 
mind at last. ‘There was no hope of 
reaching his car, starting it up, and 
getting it away. ‘There was little chance 
Sf escaping on foot, but that chance, 
Such e¢ it was, was all that was left to 
the emissary of Tang Wang. 
With the knife gripped in his haud, 
(Continued on page 28.) 
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THE FLYING SPY! 


By GEO. E. ROCHESTER. 


THE OPENING 
CHAPTERS. 

Brought down in British terri- 
tory, Guido von Sturm, a briliant 
fying act, is tod to his utter con 
‘lernation and dismay that be is 
Guy Tempett—an Englishman, 
son of Colonel Tempest. Obiaine 
ing. permission from the British 
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knowing what 
did, Anton turned 
and fled. Nor did he 

until, with wildly 
ing heart, gained 
the sanctuary of bis meanly- 
furnished little bed - room, 
‘The madness—ob, the 
madness of the boy to come = = s a 
tenet vad acta him do‘ You filthy, treacherous dog!” choked 
ist) What had caused him Zolhoff. Bang! From the muzzle of 
fo come to Zolhofl's the automatic there curled upwards a 


. 


SUP he, Anton—what was Wisp of smoke, and Anton swayed, 

be to dot Ger- clutching his breast. 

man, and was 

to the Fatherland had been glad tho soldiors and lead them to tho of a happy, laughing boy which hung 
that morning when he had learned of the summer-houso. above the bed. 


boy’s excapo, But wi 
now that be, and bi 
Whereabouts ‘of the boy for’ whom the an eccort—led away to his death? 
most rigorous search was being carried" No—no, a thousand times, no! 


hhe glad now— But could he do itt Could he beat Gripping the coverlet with, trembling 
‘lone, knew tho to see Guido led away in the midst of j.ands, old Anton stared at that picture 

of Guido yon Sturm painted when th 
boy was e lad of twelve. Long moments 


utt But his duty to tho Fatherland? That pasccd, and still the old aan. knelt 


1 UE mas said of Guido von Sturm that auty i 
10 was a traitor, an ‘enemy of the from earliest 
Faahoriand, “Anta “hada't thought “To Sehich vies ehould ho hearken? 


lauglied so merrily back at him. 


Then brokenly he cried: 


much about thet before, Ho hadn't That of duty to his country or that of 
dared to think too much about it in oe Wylie tof “Lad—lad, I could not sond you, to 
sare a ce tare am vey a Kay phos BoB ew grow gored could ot ether il 


boy was tho black-hearted ingrato and “givsigg oa hie tx aaa Tee 
trehstealtor which Zolho called bim.  qauuNg.o" Bis fruckle bed, old, Anton 
‘So he bad 
paradise felling imualf thet tho, Guido degiiah problem t old j 
had known ‘was not the blackguard ‘Suddenly ho fell to his knees by the ¥al 
they wore painting. him, side 
But now he must face facts. shaking bands. amongst the contents. 


tilled fate hiss, drilled into Bim, there, gazing up atthe fuco which 


Rising to his feet, with mind mato 
living i vs r nan faced “with sueb a UP, Anton crossed tho floor to where jis 
Sime thet the Guidy Wethigs eect im ee Id hair trank stood against tho farther 
wall. Unlocking it, ho throw. back tho 
f the bed, burying bis face to his lid and commenced (o fumble eagerly 


Gormany wanted Guido von Sturm, “Merciful Godt” he cried, with a A few minutes Inter, a neat parcel 


‘And Passionate earnestness. “Sh 


bozo was rico on ie head 
hho, Anton, had the power to di n 
info Germany's bands. ‘Again he cried the words, and ag 

‘As a patriot, as a true son of the Then slowly he raised his head. And passed out into the garden, and 
Fatherland, it was his duty to sammon as he did so his gaze feil on the picture | The Micxer Lienter—No. 1, 


te ines. “Sli me the under Bis arm, he descended he saa 
shim Way! Show me the path Timust take!” to the kitchen, Filling 9 basket wih 
food and picking up his parcel, ho 


6 


his way hurriedly to the secluded 
summer-house. 

‘Von Sturm was still slumbering, but 
tho touch of Anton's hand on his 
shoulder brought him into instant wake- 
fulness, 

‘Ho started up, his hand groping for 
his sword hilt, But at sight of Anton's 
wrinkled face he styed his hand and 
serambled to his feet, 

_w'Why, Anton,” be said softly, “so 
iv’s you.’ T thought at first—” : 
Acne i jee te soldiers ent in 
nton huskily. “"Yee—yes, they aro 
Jooking for you everywhere. Oh, lad, 
what madness has brought you here?” 

‘Von Sturm laughed, laying his hand 
on the servant's shoulder. 

“Madness, Anton?” he echoed. “No, 
it is not madness. They will search 
everywhere but here, ‘The vicinity of 
the Herr Doktor’s house is the one spot 
in Germany where they will never think 
oi looking for me. Do 
there is wisdom in my 

"Yes, thero was. wisdom, 
would dream that & fugitive from ‘the 
vengeance of Zolhoff would choose 
Zolbiofl’s very, premises as a place in 
which to hide? 

“But you must got” quaxered the od 
man, “You must not remain here. 


ring at Yon Sturm, 
aba z % 
“what io 

fou not want the things?” 
0 


They'll shoot you, 
a dite 


a 

‘Tho old man shook his head. 

“Tt mattere little what they do to 
imo,” ho said. oadly, “for I grow old 
‘and my time must come soon now. And 

at atiors my life whoa youre is at 
stake?” 


aman enemy of your country, 
‘aid the boy quietly. © 
lowered his head to hide tho 


Anton, 
‘Anton 


will got out 
before many hours havo passod.” 

“And you will chango your clothes?" 
demanded tho old tly. “You 
‘will wear these one: r 

Von Sturm shook his head. © 

“No, Anton,” ho replied. “It is not 
fair to you” 

“But you will not get the length of 
‘8 street in that uniform!” cut in the 
old mansorvant. “I know, for I havo 
heard Dr. Zolhoft and General Raschen 
talking, Every road, every turning, is 
guarded.” 

‘Von Sturm laughed. 

"And yet thoy will not get me,” he 
said. “Listen, Anton! I Rave a plan. 
T cannot toll you what it is, for it is 
essential that you know nothing. But 
by to-night I will be on my way to the 
Tino, ‘Tell me, at what hour do you go 
to the food queues?” 


“if Soporte hte he 
* little. trom 

ssid ‘musingly. “What it is to be « 
man of regular babit, Anton.” Then, 
tn brisker Be added: “Bat you 
mm now. "It may be dangerous 
for you to linger here. Do not come 
this way again, old friend, until night: 
fall. "shall be gone by thea.” 

Picking up his bundle of clothing, 
but leaving the food, Anton turned to- 
wards the door, bis face working 
Piteously. 

“God bless you; lad” he whispered. 

“And you, Anton!” 

With that’ they parted. But never 
throughout tho long hours of the day 
which ensued did. Anton’s thoughts 
stray for one moment from the hunted 
boy. And never was ho long absent 
from somo front floor window from 
which he could command a view of the 
roadway outside. 

Should tho soldiers approach ho 
would seo them. And, no matter the 
consequences to himself, ho would 
hurry out into the gardén and warn 
Guido. 

But the day passed uneventfully, and, 
as the hour of six drew close, Anton 
put on his old felt hat and worn over- 
coat.” ‘Taking, his shopping basket he 
went out to his daily weary stand in 


garden But Guido 
0, and Guido had been 


right, 
eying eyes might bo anywhore in theeo 
gable and uumhappy times, 


For 


tho temptation to go and 
in with the boy, Anton took 
th which led from’ the rear of 
; 1 through the 
rato, shufiled away up the road. 
‘becom gono scarce ten minutes 
through a seullery window, 
into the de- 
hoff. 


" 
the 
the 
back 

He 
when, 


Guido von Sturm stoy 
serted house of Dr. 


It wos a strange return to tho place 
phil, throughout his boyhood years, 


Von Sturm had known as homo. 


the teuth of his birth from Zolhof. 
His entry now had been mado with 
a dofinite purpose. He had one chanco 
Of getting out of Germany alive—a 
chattce which would be a gamble with 
death, and which ‘would require a nerve 
of steal to take, 2 
‘But Von Sturm meant to take it. 
Passing through the kitchen ho 
traversed the hall-way, and. ascended 
the stairs to Dr. Zollioft's bed-room. 
Ho had very little timo in which to do 
what he wanted, Hall an hour at the 
most. "But by the cool ‘and unfurried 
manser in which he went to work, he 
imight bave bed alitott unbiited dime 
at his disposal. 
Entering the doctor's dressing-room, 
which edjoined the bed-roora, ho 
cromed “to the wardrobe. With 
fastidious. eye ho examined Zolhof's 
shirts, collars, ties, and suits before 
selecting the things which he thought 


ost 
Qatiafod length, however, be 
stripped off his uniform and changed 
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into civilian attire. His uniform he 
neatly folded and placed in corner 
of tho wardrobe. 

Returning to the bod-room he spent 
a few valuable minutes in parting his 
hair and brushing it low down over his 
forehead. ‘Then, quitting the bed 
room, ho descended, to tho kitchos 
again, end rummaged in Anton's tool- 
box until he found a scrowdrive 

His next move was to the library 
whore, with the screwdriver, he forced 
the lid of Zolhoft’s desk. He was work: 
ing now with © swiftness which told 

‘the pressuse of time. 

Taking care to disturb none of the 
papers in the pigeon-holes of the desk, 
he searched “methodically. until he 
found a small pile of tho grey fimsy 
introductory letters carried by all Ger- 
man Secret Service agents, whose work 
lay within the frontiers of the Pather- 
land. 

“T knew ho kept them hero!” ex- 
claimed the boy triumphantly, 

Spreading one of the printed forms 
gn tho desk, he rapidly scanned it, 
‘The wording’ was as follows: 


“To All Whom It May Concern, 
“Tho bearer... Number... 
is engaged on intelligence work of the 
most urgent and extreme importance, 
‘You aro hereby warned to afford bi 
ony such ho may roqui 


of yo 


Yon Sturm bent 


Picking up a pon, 
er and with 


over tho form. ously, 
an infinite care, he filled in the blank 
spaces. And when be blotted the form 
@ fow minutes later, it read: 


“To All Whom It May Concern, 

“The bearer, Otto Stultz, Number 23, 
is engaged on’ intelligence’ work of the 
most urgent and extrome importan 
You are horoby warned to afford hi 
any such assistanoa as ho may req 


of you. 
“(Signed) Zounorr.” 


“Hope I've managed his signature 
all right,” muttored® the boy Tl 
have to risk it, anyway.” 

Folding the paper ho slipped it into 
his “pocket. [then, ‘picking up tho 
glasses which, Zolhoff wore when write 
ing, he put them on. 

riBitegive enough as a daguina” bo 
soliloquised, blinking, “but "perfectly 
foul, to woar. Howover, with luck, it 
won't be for Tong.” 


‘aail in the kitchen, he left 
‘tho window by which he had 


house vi 
entered. 
‘He hed been indoors exactly twenty- 


five minutes. Walking round to ¢l 
garage whore Zolhofl opt threo power. 
ful cars housed, Von Sturm unlocked 
the door, and, climbing into the driving 
seat of Zolhoil’s Mercedos, drove tho 
car out into the open, 

Tt was from now onwards that every 
moment would be fraught with peril. 

“I've got to act naturally,” he told 
himself grimly. “If I can only do that, 


T believe I'll win through. 

Clambering out of tho car, he closed 
‘and locked the garage doors, throwing 
tho key away into the near-by bushes. 
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‘Phen, resuming his seat in the car, 
he slipped ia the clutch and turned out 
into the roadway. 


A Man Dies! 

NTON, roturning from the focd 
‘queues shortly after the de- 
parture of Von. Sturm, found 

__ nothing wrong in, the house— 
nothing to give evidence of the visit of 
the boy who, for all Anton knew to the 
gontrary, wos still in the summer- 

Ouse. 

Neither did Zolhoff find anything to 
arouse his suspicions when, in. black 
and furious mood, he retumed from 
the Withelmstrasse for dinner. 

Had he had his car driven round to 
‘the garage, then the loss of the Mer- 
eedes would certainly have been dis- 
covered, onco the scarch for the key 
had been given up as hopeless, and the 
garage. doors forced. 

‘Bur it was Zolhofi’s custom to kecy 
hin car waiting outside the house unul 
a lato hour, for he never knew but what 
his presence might be required at some 
urgent and hastily-summoned confer- 
‘enco or meeting. 

So, as usual, after seoing his master 
alight, tho chauffour made bis way 
round to the kitchen to discuss with 
Anton a bite of supper, and the latest 
news from the Western’ Front, 
Zolhofl dined alone that night, with 
only his thoughts for company. ’ And 
bitter, vengeful thoughts they were. 

‘Throughout that day the finest brains 
of the Intelligence Buroau had been en- 
‘gaged in the running to earth of Guido 
Yon Sturm. Only by a miracle could 
the traitor have got out of the city, yet 
the city had been combed again’ and 

in without the stightest trace of him 

1 been found. 

was ho hiding? Or who was 

him ? 
tho hour hand of the clock on 
Zolhoft's dining-room mantelpiece crept 
round from sevon-thirty to. cight- 
thirty. Yet Zolhoff scarce touched the 
food placed bofore him by Anton, Tn 
sullen, brooding silonce ho sat. there, 
replenishing time and again tho wine- 
glass at his elbow. 

“What's wrong with you?” he blazed 
suddenly, as, .with shaking bands, the 
Qld mengervant removed an almost un- 
fasted “dish. “You'rg trombling | as 
though “you wer sickening for the 
ague. What's the matter with you, 
eurse you?” 


“Tam sorry, master,” quavered the 
old man, “But Tam’ not myeolt to- 
night 

“Not worrying about that viper, 
‘Von Sturm?” sneered Zolboff. 

“No, master,” answered 
bravely. 

“Yet. you were always fond of him in 
tio old day 

“In the old days—yes, master.” 

From under lowering lids, ‘Zolhoft 
surveyed the lined and wrinkled face of 
tho bent and sombroly.clad manservant. 

“Anton,” he said, his voico quiver- 
ing with ‘suppressed passion, “I am 
wealthy, and a powerful man. Yet I 
would give every pfennig of my wealth, 
willingly renounce the whole of my 
power, to meet Guido von Sturm face 
fo face just once again. With theso 
hands of mine I would throttle the I 
out of hiro, for T hate him as. n 
man hated’ beforo! But I will get 
him! I swear it on my sacred oath! 
Yowill get him, and when 1 do—” 

Grack | 

Convulsively Zolhof’s fingers had 
clenched on the wineglsss in his hand, 
‘abd the stem had snapped like a carrot. 

‘A drop of blood stained the white, 
Tinen tablecloth. 


haying 

Whe 

harbourin, 
Slowly 


Anton 


“Master—an omen! gasped Anton; 
and his voico was a croak. 

Zolhoft laughed harshly. 

"Yes, an omen,” he said gratingly, 
his eyes on the crimson stain. “The 
bleod of Von Sturm ! ‘ 

Pushing back his chair he rose to his 
feet. 

“There, clear, away, you super- 
stitious old fool!” “he said, “and get 
back to your kitehen ! 

‘With that he left the dining-room, 
and ‘made his way to. the 
Switching on the light he took his ko 
from ket and crossed to the desk. 

Suddenly he stiffened, his eyes taking 
in the  faintly-splintered woodwork 
around the lock. Next instant he: had 
thrown back the lid, only to stand star- 
ing dumbfounded at the orderly and 
untouched contents. 

Someone had forced the lock of his 
desk. Yet, at. first glance, nothing 
seemed to be missing, or to have bocn 
tampered with, 

Zolholl's first impulse was to question 
Anton. But the’ foel” could” know 
nothing, else he would have said so 
Jong before this. The interrogation of 
Anton could wait a few moments, ‘Tho 
Best. thing to be dono was to mako 
absolutely’ certain nothing was miss 

‘On that point Zolhoit was s00n sat 
fiod, Stepping buck he stood staring 
at the desk, © puzzled frown on his 


brows. 

Who had forced it open? And for 
what purpose? 2 

‘Turning to the safe in which all his 
important documents aud papers were 
kept, Zolhoff unlocked it and swung 
back the heavy door. ‘The contents 
were untouched, and no attempt seem- 
ingly had been made to force tho loc! 

“he whole thing was very puzzling. 
Zolhoff was not fool Kage bo keep im- 
portant papers in such dubious safety 
‘as that afforded by a desk, And who- 
ver bad made entry to his study must 
surely have realised that. 

What then had the unknown been 
searching for? 

Pressing the bell in order to summon 
Anton, Zolhoff returned to tho. desk 
and stood surveying it with expert and 
critical eyes. Suddenly, with a sharp 
Pore goer Sorwerd and 

icked up the, blotting.pad. 

Pivery. morsing a {rash and virgin 
Piece of blotting-paper was placed in. 
tho ped by. Anton. Zolhoff "had. left 
the house at dawn that day. There- 
fore, the blotting-pad had’ not bosn. 
used that day. Yet on its white sur- 
fest eas the Boe ote gr orae. 

atching. up Ul ar 
ried it to's mirror on the Wall, and 
pee ts there. Plainly legiblo were the 


With the pad in hie hand Zolhof® 
whirled ‘and’ rushed to. the telephone. 
Picking up the receiver, ho was put 
through ‘st once to. tho Intelligence 
Bureau in. the Wilhelmstrasso. 

"Use every endeavour to trace and 
apprehend a man named Otto Stults” 
fovsaid harshly. "ing mo here the 
instant any information is to hand con: 
corning ‘him 

‘Replacing the receiver he turned to 
‘Anton who hed appeared in the door 
aay. 

“My desk, has been forcibly opened,” 
he rapped. “What do sou know of it?” 

“Nothing, master,” replied the old 
man, 


“And you have seen no one about tho 
tem Zolbait. 


“No one,” drewered the manservant 
in low tones, 


a 


“There are no signs of an enty 
having been made?” pressed Zolhoff. 
“No window left open, or door lock 
broken?” 

“Not that I know of, master, I have 
noticed nothing amiss.” 

Zolhoft stared at him. 

“I remind me,” he said, with a slow, 
cold “deliberation, “that you were 
strangely perturbed at dinner. What 
has been, happening here to-day in my 


, master,” quavered, Anton, 
is desperately’ to, keep his voieo 
Steady “Nothing at all” 

The shrill trilliug of the tclephone- 
bell cut'in on his words, Wheeling, Zol- 
hofssnagched up the receiver. 


“Yes?” he rasped. “Yes, yes? Zol- 
hoff speaking | i 

“Tie man, Otto Stultz, has been 
traced, Herr ‘Doktor.” came the crisp 
voice “of one of General, Raschen's 
secretaries over the wire. “Driving a 


Mercedes car, registration number, 
B7458, he passed our military pickets 
stationed on the southern ouiskirts of 
the city, approximately two hours ago.” 

“The Mercedes car. is minc,” said 
Zolhoft grimly, “Continue 

“He had in his possession one of our 
official Secret Servico introductory 
letters, describing him as being No. 25 
‘on our file of agents operating within 
cuir frontiers, letter bore your 
signature.” 

"That signature was a forgery,” said 
Zolhoff, in cold, deadly ton 

Strange the control he had over him: 
self in those moments. Yet the blood 
‘was pounding madly in his temples, and 
his eyes were blazing, 

‘Tho man, Otto Stultz, way Guido von 
Sturm! 

_ Zolhoft know it—know it by his every 
instinct. Yet thera was a chance that 
ho, was’ weong. 

“Havo tho car located at-onco, and 
the man Stultz, put under the. closest 
of arrest" he Fapped harshly.” “Worn 
all aircraft stations and all’ militar 
depots to be on the look-out for him. Ie 
is of tho most vital and urgont import- 

nee that he be apprehended without a 
moment’s delay.” 

“Very good, Herr Doktor,” replied 
tho secretary. 

Replacing the receiver, Zolhoft 
wheeled on Anton who was still stund- 

in the doorway. 

know you now for what you are, 
you traitor!” he snarled, his face Jivid 
with fury. “Dare you stand there and 
swear that yon have not seen Guido von 
Starm this day? Answer me, you rat!” 
His voice rose to a scream.“ Answor 
me, curse you!” 

Anton shrank away from the murder 
which blazed in Zolhoft’s eyes. 

“On your knees,” sercamed Zolhoft, 

“and swear by everything you hold 
sacred that, you have not secn the fou! 
traitor—" 
Master~smaster—I cannot 
With a laugh that was wholly animal, 
Zolhof whipped a small, silver-plated 
‘automatic from his pocket, 

“You filthy, treacherous dog!” he 
choked. 

Bang! 

From the muzle of the automatic 
thero curled upwards a thin wisp of 
smoke, Clutching at his breast, Anton 
swayed. “Ono stumbling step forward 
hhe took then crashed face foremost, to 
the floor, te he a limp apd lifeless 
heap. 


(Readers will be enthralled by the 
following chapters of this brilliant story, 
‘On no account miss nezt week's instat- 
ment. Order your Macwer at once.) 


2B 
THE HEINE OF TANG WANG! 


ontinicad fron page Ba.) 


the blwze of desperation 
Chow scrambled out of the win 
leaped down iuto tho quad 

‘Lhe erowd surged back from the glit 
tering eyes aud the flushing kuife, and 
the Chingivan ui like @ rabbit for Uke 
Bite 

‘or the 
would get clear. 
moment! 

Past as he flow, Bob Cherry's ericket 
bat flew faster, ahd it was hurled with 
unerring ain. 

‘Lho bat, crushed on the back of the 
Clhinaiman's head ay he ran, and he 
pitched forward, aud fell on his fae: 

“Good shot!” yelled Nugent breathe 
lessly. 

Alter him!” 

‘The Chinauan, half-stunned by the 
crash on his head, staggered blindly up, 
But before he wis on his fect, Harry 
Wharton had reached hin, erieket bat 


fy his eyes, 
low, and 


mont it looked as if he 
But only for a 


hand, and « crashing blow stretched 
Chu on the earth again. As he 
sprawled, Johnny Ball stamped on the 
Hand that held the kuile,-and tho 
weapon was Kicked away. 

Collar him!” 

Bag. hin” 


‘The Chinaman, half-stunned, gibber- 
ing with fury, struggled madly in the 
grasp of the many hands that were laid 
on him. Bat hi and 
ho struggled in vain, isa 

vared Irom sight imder the crowd of 
lows that flung themselves on hit. 
ro him!" gasped Mr. Queleh, 


coming up, breathless. 
“What—what—what-—" Prout was 
stuttering ke a man in a dream, 
“We've got him, sir 
“We've got the rotter!” 
“Get a rope, or something!” shouted 


Bob. 

‘Tho Chinaman was strug 
foobly under tho heap of Groyfrinrs 
Sellows. But Fry of the Fourth ran up 
with @ rope, end his hands were 
dragged together and tied. 

Then ho was allowed to get on hi 
fect. 


Ho stood, gasping and. pantin, 
Taurd an ho wis, a dosen hands atl 
held him, 


“Bless my soul!” articulated Mr. 


THE MAGNET 


Quelch: “Bang him into the Hous 
He must be kept in security till the 
jee can get here! Bless iny soul! 


Bring him into the House.” 
‘And Chu was marched into the 

Mouse, and Mr. 

telephone. ‘T! 


quad fairly rocked “excitement. 
Who the nian was, what he wanted at 
Greyfriars, and what it all meant, 

but it was, the 
fat_had ever been 


* exclaimed 
Tp seins too ainazing to 


Mr. Quelel. 
be true!” 
In the Remove master’s study Wun 
Lung had just concluded. his account of 
hat had ‘happened, ‘The Chinamar 
hands hound behind his back, was 
also was Mr. Prout and 


Mr, Quelch had phoned for the police 
they were on their way to remove 

Chit, 

“Amazing!” boomed Prout. “Th 

ed to mo remarkably eivil and 

well-spoken—a very pleasant and ogreo- 
le, educated xtraordinary 

T presume this 

your uncle, V 


med faintly. Mr. 
‘The question 


Quetch supp 
really was a little superfluous. 

“No, sir!” answered Wun Lung. 
“He pletend he uncle, sir; but me no 


savvy that yelly wicked man, siz, Io 
telco big whoppeo lic, 
“The scoundrel!” said Mr, Prout. 


“No doubt that is why his face is 
bandayed—a pretended accident on the 
road—no doubt, because if you had secn 
his face, his cheat would havo been ox. 
posed too soon! Tho rascal!” — And 
Mr. Prout glared at the sullen, savage 
faco of Mr. Chu. In tho struggle the 
bandage had beon torn away, but there 
was, no injury beneath it. 
Evidently 1 had ‘beet! tric to keep 
froma too early discovery of tho 


deception. 
“Wharton,” said Mr. Quelch, “you 
can sce this man plainly now. Is it the 


aman you saw on Courtfield Common 
last evening, in the car?” 

“Yes, sir!” answered Harry. “I re- 
cogniso him quite easily, It is the samo 
man.” 


EVERY SATURDAY 


The Chinaman's eyes gli at 
Wharton. Ile also recognised the 
schoolboy, and ho began to understand 
how suspicion had been aroused. 

“And there can be Jittle doubt that 
he is the man who penetrated into the 
Rerryre dosmltory lat lst!” said Mr. 

jucich, 

“He tellee me, sit,” said Wun Lung. 
“Ho confosse hho comey along dormi- 
toly dast night, sit.” 

“Dastard!” boomed Prout. “Care 
shall be taken that no other scoundrel 

such an opportunity 1” 

Mr. Qnelch signed to. the j 
leave the study. They joine 
and Wun Lung went with the Famo 
Fixe to the Remove passage. His little 
sellow face was very thoughtful. 

A little later the police arrived from 
Courtfield, and Wan Lung was sont for 
to make his statement to. them. ‘Then 
Mr. Cho, with an impassive face, ana 
the handcuffs on his wrists, was driven 
away in his own car. 

“Al serene, now, Kid,” said Bob 
Cherry, when Chu was gone, - 

Wun’ Lung winked at him with his 
slanting eyes, and shook his head, 

“Chu will’ be sent to prison, 
Harry Wharton, 

“Me savvy.” 

“But you think—” 

“Me tinkee Tang Wang velly angly 1” 
said the little Chine. Plenteo othel 
bad man cally out orders flom Tang 


Wan 
OWFertl take care of you, Kid” said 
Bob. “Wo'll kocp our eyes jolly wide 
open, and jump.on any Chinaman whe 
comes along, with both feet.” 
“But what about daring the holi- 
days!” asked Nugent. 
“I was thinking of that,” said Harry. 
Wo'll all be at Wharton Lodge, so it 
wouldn't be a bad idea to ask my’ uncle 
dan invite to Wun Lung and 


* said 


And so, it was arranged, Celancl 
barton givin ng assent When 
Msiech este un, ite tee Ohiame 
juniors departed with’ the Famous Fivo; 
and, for onco, without William Georgo 
Banter. 


‘THE END, 
(See that you read the next grand 


long compete story in this powerful 
series. Order your MAGNET as soon as 
possibte.) 
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MASKED BANDIT AT 
LARGE 


NOBLE EARL'S STUDY 
BURGLED 


“If you don’t drop that 
oul of the study, 


get up when the bu 
the door and cut 


it, 
Why 
"" aeked Ponfold. 


much fag,” 


Flo gat some more 
but Lord Mauloverer was already fast asleep, with 
smile on his aristocratic map. 


Further nows of this amazing 


burglary—if any—will 
in the next insue of the paper. 


ra Meuloveror was about to 


didn't you capture the 


BOYS OF GREYFRIARS RUN THEIR OWN NEWSPAPER 


COreuftiars' 


ENGAGEMENTS: 


‘Will all Removites please note 
thot thoy are expected to attend the 
following funotions noxt week : 

MONDAY.—Form-ragging for W. 
G. Bunter—for grub-raiding. Cricket 
practice at 6.30, Bum 


Financier’s Serious Loss 


juololy at 7 p. 
ll. Bumpi 
THURSDA’ 
Lane for Ponsonby & Co., of High: 
slifte.  Boat-raco practice on Sark. 
Fight between Cherry and Bolsover 
in Gym. Bumping for Coker. 


‘—Asabush in P 


is foared that he may 
(if any) 
‘Coker. 


Lae (vol match ‘aoc Lo stato - reeset ots 
sus St. Jude's. Tos afterwards in . | cents are not recover re ie 
lar, opened | Coker bums doubt that. tho losa wilt put in Fish 


‘out of the | SUNDAY.—Day of rest. Promiee 


Weather Forecast. 


Cold—tairto warm. Hot, (probably 
if elouc 


explained 


particulars, 
'a. poacoful 


‘be reported 


ADVERTISEMENTS: 


stor, and face, this 
mn. What guy will 
‘spoak at once. 
ryclo tyre, containi 
the valve mi 


two slow-punctures ond wi 
Otherwise perfectiy sound. 
ONE FOUNTAIN PI 


PAUL PROUT.” Only fiye bob 
re now. SKINNER, Study No. 11. 


hereby declare that 
dobis incurred by 08 
mate. fat burglar 
Tit anything, doverve ail toy dou’ get 
LOST: A pair of gold sleevelinks with pearls 
inset. Will finder kindly roturn to H. Vernon- 
ith, Study No. 4. 
FOR SAIL. A pore of gold kuff-linx with 
them. A presont to me from a titeled relasio 
Must be sold oweing to being bard upp. Price 
30 bobb, William George Bunter, Studdy No. 7. 


et away 


Mr. Cherry = ! ¥arooooh 1” 


(Continued in sezt column.) 


DESPERATE PLIGHT OF Mr. F. T. FISH 


Coker a bumping on Monday. ‘galoot spotting the miming greon- 
‘H. WHARTON beaks Etgentlyedkod to opil the news to any jay in Study 
(Form-Captain.) | No. 14. 


REPORTS FRON THE COURTS 


SENSATIONAL DIVORCE CASE ENDING 
Before Me. Justice Wharton, in the Common-room Sessions, 


Ap interprotet wae present, end translated theee remarks into 
SrRhe Fudge: “tthe case is dimuissed. Gatty is found guilty of| Jour 


OF FACT AND FICTION! 


erald 


SOCIETY GOSSIP: 


We are glsd to announce that M 
Prout js laid up with e pain in his ja 
‘caused through overwork. 
the deepost regret that we 
héar that tho rumour of Bunter’s ex- 
sulsion was falsc. Tho Owl is not 
leaving us. Wo extend our deopost 
sympathy to hie study motos: 
e heavy-weight champion, Batt- 
i his third 


6 


August 23rd, 1930. 


WAR WITH THE 
FOURTH 


LATEST NEWS FROM THE 
DORMITORY FRONT 
By Dick Penfold. 


looke 


stop writing verse for once. . 
¥ King that somo of the worda 


vory fis 
plo's fate. The Uppor 
K of late. So Templo 


ling Bolsover, 


awarded Bolsover on p 
fight had gono the full 
hundred rounds. Bol 


ing 
that Mr. Quolch's rheumatism was 
ving him beans. ‘The Remove have 
Seon busy stulfing exerciso books into 
their bags. 
‘Skinnor recently purl 
Fm 


seutiouly in ore to give it go ed 
i fortunately ‘Quala 
found gut. Now Quolehy he 


hus got the 
key, and Skinner the good hiding. 


5 


“ Buck up, you mon !"" poor ‘Te: 


(Consinued from previous column.) the napper. And then the door was o 


Pp and is ordered to write out | Queleh and Capper. 
ight to be charged with} All the fines Gwynne hus just given | |, Our 
reyune gore the Tilge| met 
vp and] Judge rerumed before Teould go 
said fag-| Mr. Skinnor, C. Wo jumpod in bed ‘and roar when those two canes had 
@ tin-teck. licked ‘us. ‘The Fourth Form pillow-fight was o'or—the mastors 
2 go out be | point—likewise the Judge. wore the vietors. 


CHILDREN’S CORNER 
Conducted By UNCLE SKINNER 


to let the humorous Skinner feet tho 


Now, my dear 
* total 


playmates, I 
answer your siroot 
letters “to me. 7 
of ll T aust reply to 
| Bopsie CHERRY 
(Study: 13), who asks 
me how many pairs of 
‘bo made 


2 cigarettes,” Yes, 
if you have any 


from one cow, though, in your e880, of course, one 
pair of boots ia made from sevontoon- cows. | But 
‘there, you can’t help the size of your tootsies, can 


(NOTE.—Bob Cherry has just seen this, and he has 


